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Christine 
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*SATAN'S PROMISE» DAVE MUSTAINE. YOU HAVE TAKEN YOUR OWN LIFE. TO SAVE IT, YOU MUST HARVEST 
SIX SOULS FOR ME. GRANT THEM THEIR LAST WISHES. BRING THEM TO HELL. OR ELSE, YOU WILL BE MINE. 


On a cold February morning, a funeral procession was taking place in a small Baptist church in Minnesota A 
whole mass of townspeople was gathered to mourn the loss of a young woman. Dozens dressed in black sat in 
pews with heads bowed out of respect for the young lady in the coffin in front of the altar. They couldn't 
understand how such a beautiful, intelligent young woman was taken from this world at only the age of 
twenty-eight. They all believed in God but found their faith questioned when someone so young and with such 
immense potential was found dead without explanation or rational cause. They all asked God why some must die 


while others less deserving still live. But there was no answer, still wasn't after a week of police investigation 


and prayers. 


What made matters worse was the controversy and the gossip over how and why the young woman died. It 
was well known in the small community that this woman was pregnant. Or at least she had been She'd had a 
late term miscarriage after a fall. The town had prayed for her as she went into the hospital to be carved 
open and have the still born baby removed from her injured body. Chatter as to why she had a miscarriage 
late in the game was in full swing. Some believe she had been drinking, and stumbled over. Some thought that 
maybe she'd wanted an abortion, but couldn't get money to go to the clinic. Some, most absurdly of all, 
thought the poor young woman had tried to cut the baby out of herself in a fit of madness. 


Of course, rounding out the gossipers were a few more rational people who suggested that the fall was not 
her fault. But they were immediately silenced and shamed. Of course Christine Winters had meant to kill her 
own baby. She was an alcoholic. She had the tendency to act irrationally in public. She didn't even go to church 
until her husband Kevin made her go. In a small town like the one she lived in, not going to church was the 
highest of all sins. OF course this sinner would have killed her own baby. The town quickly made her out to be 
a despicable human being, not knowing the whole story, and ultimately not caring about it. While Christine was 
still healing from her body being carved open, and a six pound baby removed from her, she listened to the 
gossip and accepted it. After all, they were only words. Words could be blocked out. The physical and emotional 
pain she faced from her son being taken from her could not. She focused on those instead and allowed the 


people to talk rudely of her as she mourned in silence. 


Christine sat in the front row of the church now wondering why all of these people who had talked about her 
were sitting there pretending to mourn her. Surely the details surrounding her death had made some of these 
people squeal in delight. The woman who had died in several gallons of blood and bath water must have been 
the irrational baby killer they had made her out to be. She remembered thinking of them as she used a razor 
blade to sever her ulnar arteries. The pain was immense, but the relief of never having to hear another 
person say she killed her baby was far more intense. The relief of never again having to live with her baby's 
killer was the greatest feeling of all. 

Sitting in front of her coffin beside these fake mourners was too much to bear. Watching her baby's killer 
make a speech about how he suffered the loss of two was more than she could take. She was ready. Her soul 
was ready. She knew the trip she would be taking would be to the eternal fires of hell. But hell at that point 
felt like it could be no worse than what she had faced while she was alive. To still her nerves and prepare 


herself for the journey ahead, the young woman began to sing. 


"A tout le monde, 
A tout mes amis, 
Je vous aime, 


Je dois partir" 


As she finished the chorus of her favorite song of death, the loud bang of the church door closing 
interrupted her. Heavy feet shuffled down the long aisle of the church. No one turned to acknowledge the 
intruder, because they could not see or hear him. This intruder was here for the other person people could 
not see, sitting in the front of the church, in front of her body. The intruder marched closer and closer, until 


Christine could hear him sliding down the pew right behind her. She felt him move forward until his arms were 
resting on her own pew. She trembled, scared out of her mind But at the same time she knew she was ready 


for what was to come. 

"Do you know why | am here?" an oddly familiar voice asked her. 
Christine stared at the gaping wounds in her wrists and nodded 
‘Let's go then", he commanded 


With another loud creak, the man was standing again. He waited for Christine to rise as well, before he 
shuffled out of the pew. She took one last look at her fallen body, then turned to walk outside with the man 
dressed in leather, his bright reddish blonde hair the only touch of color to be seen on him. She shuffled after 
him, feeling a bit like a prisoner following the warden down death row. She was thankful that no one witnessed 
her taking this walk of shame, or how happy she was to be taking it. Finally, finally, her tortured soul was 
about to be set free. 


The two walked outside, the rain not affecting their transparent bodies. Her leader was walking way ahead of 
her, and Christine worked hard to catch up to him. Her wrists dripped as she walked, but the blood didn't hit 
the ground like she expected it to. She picked up the pace until she was nearly jogging. At last she was right 
next to him. She dared herself to look at the man who was going to be leading her straight to hell. She 
expected some kind of devil looking creature with large teeth, horns, maybe even a skull for a face. But that 
wasn't what he looked like at all. She was surprised to say he looked like, he looked like... 


She was standing right next to Dave Mustaine. Or at least, a spiritual entity that looked a hell of an awful like 
Dave Mustaine. That's why she recognized his voice! Before she had gotten pregnant, she had considered 
getting a Megadeth tattoo. She used to listen to Megadeth every time she cooked and cleaned for that filthy 
pig she lived with, who was now her baby’s killer. Everything in her life sucked, but day after day, Dave 


Mustaine's voice got her through. 
The man noticed her staring at him and stopped in place. 


"Let me make this clear before we continue.", he said in that voice that was making this far too weird for her, 
"Yes it's me. | am Dave Mustaine. | have died, but something is keeping me attached to my body. Satan told me 
that if | harvested six souls and took them to hell, | can be allowed to live again. | do not want to do this to 
you. But I'm not quite done with living yet, ya know? | mean, Megadeth will for sure die out without me, and | 


can't have that. | just can't. So please follow me, | will show you the way." 


Christine was led forward only by the desire to help her hero live. She walked forward, staring down at her 
wrists. The blood coming from them was now slowly turning black She knew it wouldn't be long now. She knew 
it wouldn't be long before she was going to be spending eternity in hell. Her only true regret was that she 
wasn't going to be spending eternity in the same place as her baby. All she wanted was to see the baby she 
longed for. All she wanted was to see that her baby had gone to a far better place than the hell it would have 


faced living with her and her husband. That it died before it had a chance to live was the only proof Christine 
had that there was a God at all. But still, she wished she would have gotten the chance to hold her baby, hold 
her baby close against her, feel its heart beating against hers. She still felt robbed of that experience, and 
couldn't live another day on Earth without her baby in her arms. So she had to die, and now she was facing 


the consequences of that choice. 


"You're pretty quiet back there. Why don't you tell me why you chose to die? We still have a pretty long way 


to go.", Dave said. 
"| don't want to bore you with my sad little life", Christine mumbled. 


"Boring is watching you stomp and sulk, when you clearly need to get something off your chest. Jesus, 
Metallica was more interesting. Spit it out alreadyl", Dave snapped. 


Christine was scared to share her story, but also pleasantly surprised that someone was willing to listen to 


her. 


"My husband, Kevin, was an abusive asshole," she began, "He used to hit me and scream at me all the time. | 
was able to hide the scars well, but | was living in hell. Kevin was a great actor, and so he was well respected 
in his community. If | were to tell anyone he was abusing me, | would have been made the enemy so | kept 


quiet." 

Dave gave her a look, commanding her to go on 

"I let the abuse slide for months, then years. Then something changed. | found out | was pregnant" 
She heard Dave's breath catch, but couldn't stop her story now. 


"|I was really excited to be pregnant. I've always wanted to be a mother. Also, | thought the abuse from Kevin 
would slow down if he found out | was carrying his child. But it didn't. It only got worse. | began fearing for my 


baby's life. It would only take one blow to end my dream of becoming a mother forever." 
She paused, not wanting to share the next part of the story, but knowing she had no choice. 


"Then one day it happened. | was eight and a half months pregnant, when Kevin came home in a rage. He began 
blaming me for everything wrong in his life. | wasn’t feeling well that morning, so | hadn't had the house 
cleaned up perfect. This made Kevin really mad. He began shoving me really close to a flight of stairs. | was 
really off balance from being so pregnant, and knew | would topple if he pushed me. | screamed at him to 
please stop, for the baby. But he didn't listen, and shoved me hard on the top stair. | felt my weight give out, 
and knew what he had done. | tumbled hard down the stairs, my pregnant belly taking the worst of the beating. 
| hit the bottom of the stairs hard, my head making a sickly WHACK sound against the wall.” 


She was crying now, trying hard to keep it together to finish her story. 


"I woke up in the ambulance. There was a heart monitor attached to my pointer finger. There was a fetal 
heart monitor wrapped around my belly. My monitor was beeping steadily. My baby's heart monitor was not. A 
paramedic placed a stethoscope in various spots on my belly. He shook his head somberly. | placed the hand not 
being monitored on my belly. | knew my baby was gone, | couldn't feel him anymore. They rushed me into 
surgery, my baby was in distress. Everyone afterwards was told that | was unconscious during my emergency 
C-section But | wasn't. | was awake. | felt them cut into my belly. | saw them dig out my beautiful baby. My 
baby wasn't breathing. There was no heartbeat. | was bleeding on the table watching doctors trying to revive 
my baby. But it was no use. My beautiful baby, lay there still and blue. My dreams of becoming a mother 


were over.” 
She saw Dave wiping the corners of his eyes, and felt ashamed to have made him upset. 


"What was worse than losing my baby was the response from the public afterwards. Kevin told everyone | had 
fallen down the stairs. The town turned against me immediately. They thought | had jumped down the stairs. 
They thought | was drunk, that | had always been drinking while | was pregnant. They thought. | had wanted to 
kill my baby, that the accident was some kind of abortion plot. It got to the point where | couldn't take it 
anymore. One day, when Kevin was at work, | poured myself a bath. | dipped into that bath taking a straight 
razor with me. Calling out my baby's name, | sunk the razor into both of my wrists until | knew | had hit the 
arteries. My death was slow, but the relief was great. | would no longer have to take abuse from Kevin, or 


hear gossip from the mean townspeople. For once in my life, | would be free." 


She noticed Dave stop in his tracks, could hear him crying. She didn't mean for this to happen. No one was 
ever supposed to cry for her. She placed a hand on his shoulder while he cried After he collected himself, he 
looked back to her. 


"Well, Christine. We are almost there. But before we get there, | am supposed to grant you one last wish. Satan 
was feeling generous, go figure. So, what would your last wish be? Make it fast", he said 


Christine thought about it for a moment, this strange request had caught her very off guard, 

| want to hold him", she said, "| never got the chance to hold my baby. | want to hold him, just once, please." 
All of a sudden, a dark hallway materialized around Christine and Dave. In front of them was a heavy door. The 
faint sound of baby cries could be heard beyond the door. Christine couldn't believe it. Her whole body went 
numb as she looked down at her wrists which had been healed of their marks. She wanted to investigate 
beyond the door, but didn't quite dare to. 

"Come on, Christine.", Dave said impatiently, "Five other souls to harvest, remember?" 

Christine gently turned the doorknob and pushed open the heavy door. Inside was a room that looked like a 


doctor's office. Dave made himself comfortable on a chair in the corner of the office, placing one leg over the 


other and leaning back. Christine was fixated by an examining table before her. On the table was an infant boy, 


wrapped in a blue blanket and a blue hat. The baby was crying, screaming for someone to love him. She walked 


towards the examining table, unable to believe what she was seeing and hearing. 

"My baby", she whispered, "My son, come here, come see mommy.” 

She lifted the baby and held him in her arms. A piece of her that was always missing was returned. She 
giggled and cried, bouncing the baby in her arms. She kissed the little boy's round cheeks and nose. She stroked 
his face and squeezed him tight. 

"What did you name him?", Dave asked behind her. 

"| named him Zachary.", Christine said, turning around so Dave could see her baby. 


"That's a nice name.", Dave said. 


"Thank you. | spent months looking for a perfect name for my little boy. When | looked at the name Zachary, 
he kicked. That's when | knew | had a name." 


She paused, looking deep into her little boy's eyes. 

| miss carrying him. | miss feeling his kicks. He was such an active baby, sometimes his kicks would keep me 
up all night. But | didn't mind. It made me feel like | had one thing in my life that cared that | was awake, cared 
that | was alive." 

She kissed his little nose. 

"But now he's gone and that feeling is gone. No one cared that | was awake, no one cared that | had lived Even 
the people who had made it to my funeral were talking about me, how | was a baby killer who deserved to be 


in hell. Well, here | am." 


She lifted the baby and placed her forehead to his. Then she looked him deep into his eyes. She never wanted 


to let him go, but knew her time with him was coming to an end. 

"Mommy loves you Zachary. | am sorry | couldn't protect you, I'm sorry | couldn't bring you into the world. | 
am sorry that as a mom, | failed you. You are so perfect, the only thing | ever wanted in this world, and | 
failed you. For that | must pay.’ 

She kissed him one last time. 


"Goodbye Zachary. Mommy loves you always." 


She held him tightly as the room went dim. She felt her son go slack in her arms, felt his heartbeat stop at 


once. She squeezed him, crying, knowing it wouldn't be long now. Her wrists once more began to bleed. She 


looked down at her dress and saw that her old C-section scar was beginning to bleed as well. The wounds 
poured bright red blood, that turned black as the flow kept on increasing. Christine was scared, but knew her 
time was up. She stood still, bleeding, waiting for the end 


"Is it time yet?", she asked Dave. 
"It is, | am so sorry Christine.", he whispered. 


He watched the young mother holding her lifeless son, accept her fate as a victim of hell. Blood tinted black 
was pouring out of her wrists, leaking from her abdomen. It was now making a significant puddle on the floor. 
Dave held back tears as he watched the hopeless woman, kissing her son, bleeding everywhere. A hole was 


beginning to form underneath her. He knew it wouldn't be long at all now. 


"CHRISTINE WINTERS. YOU HAVE TAKEN YOUR OWN LIFE. AS SUCH YOU HAVE DISCONNECTED YOUR 
RELATIONSHIP WITH THE HOLY FATHER. YOU BELONG WITH ME NOW. WELCOME TO HELL", a voice bellowed 


below her. 


Christine stepped forward closer to the black hole that had increased in size below her. A white light came in 
to the room and her baby disappeared from her arms. It was time. Christine looked up at Dave for the last 
time. 


"Thank you. | am now free." 
"Goodbye Christine. | wish you could have been free on Earth", Dave said. 


"Me too. Goodbye Dave." 


She then let out an anguished cry. Stepping closer to the dark hole, she closed her eyes and shook with fear 
and anger. Then she stepped into the hole and disappeared. A deep laugh followed, and then the hole closed up. 


"FIVE MORE SOULS DAVE. IT WILL ONLY GET HARDER FROM HERE." 


Dave shuddered and cried He had not planned on it being this hard. He had thought he was going to be 
throwing rapists, murderers, politicians into the firey pits of hell. But a young mother? An abuse victim? He 
was regretting his decision severely. The Megadeth boys better be bringing one hundred and fifty percent 
after this, he thought to himself. He would surely fire anyone who wasn't performing well enough to justify 
Christine spending an eternity in hell. He would make sure of it. 


Brandon 
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Dave was still feeling very sad for Christine, when he received his next assignment. He was going to be in 
charge of damning a male named Brandon. Satan would not tell him anything else about Brandon, just told him 
to be looking out for someone singing his song. He was getting a really sour feeling in the pit of his stomach. 
Something was telling him that Brandon was even less deserving of hell than Christine, which was why the devil 
was keeping his details so much of a secret. He shook as the devil placed him back on Earth, urging him to 


keep an ear out for whoever was singing his song. 


While he was listening in, he began to think about what had gotten him into this mess in the first place. He had 
initially wanted to die when he had swallowed a handful of pills that day. But the physical and emotional pain of 
dying had scared him, and he found himself begging for his life. Already on the descent to hell, the images that 
Christine had witnessed looked familiar to him. His last wish was to be given a second chance at life. The devil, 


as said before, was feeling particularly generous. 


Satan told him OF COURSE he could have a second chance at life.in exchange for sending six other souls to hell. 
The deal sounded like a no-brainer to Dave, as he believed that Satan was going to give him rapists, murderers 
and corrupt politicians to send to hell. He would chuck the assholes into hell head first, and then he would be 
given a free pass to live once more. But Dave shouldn't have been so gullible. As soon as first soul Christine 
Winters finished sharing her horrific tale, Dave knew that he had been tricked. He wasn't just going to be given 
six souls to send into hell. He was going to be given six INNOCENT souls to send into hell. The guilt was already 
making him sick. He couldn't possibly help Satan any more. But he was stuck in hell now with no way out. He 
might as well have continued on the same path to see where it leads.. 


The sickness in Dave's stomach increased substantially when he began hearing the sounds of soul number two. 
The voice was high and innocent. It only took a moment for Dave to realize..this soul was prepubescent. A 
preteen boy was singing the lyrics to his song after he had killed himself. Dave doubled over for a moment, 


wracked with anguish. 
"NO.", Dave shouted, "NO CHILDREN. THIS WASN'T PART OF THE DEAL. | AM NOT SENDING A CHILD TO HELL" 


There was a deep bellowing laughter from the pits of hell. 


"| SAID SIX SOULS DAVE. | DIDN'T SAY WHETHER OR NOT THEY DESERVED TO GO TO HELL. | DIDN'T SAY THAT 
THEY WERE ALL ADULTS. | ONLY SAID SIX SOULS. YOU HAVE NO CHOICE. IF YOU WANT TO LIVE, YOU WILL SEND 
ME SIX SOULS: 


Dave trembled as he made his way to Earth to find Soul Number Two. 


Meanwhile, somewhere in Oregon, there was a candlelight vigil taking place. A young boy had found his father's 
gun and ended his own life. There was no reason for the death. There was no suicide letter. There was just a 
boy on the floor of his bedroom, in a pool of his own blood, his father's gun next to his body. The blood had 
gotten onto all of his belongings: his bedding, his skateboard, the teddy bear given to him the day he was born. 
All of it lay in a cold locker of a police evidence room. Police were investigating the young boy's death, even 
though it was quite obvious what had happened to him. They just didn't want to have to tell grieving parents 
they couldn't investigate the little boy's death because it was clear the boy had taken his own life. No parent 
should have to hear those words, so police had treated the death as a homicide, in respect to the poor boy's 


parents. 


The police were understanding in the death of the little boy. The church was not. The church the boy's 
parents went to could only see the blood literally on the young boy's hands. To them, it meant that the boy 
had taken his own life. This was unacceptable to the more traditional members of the boy's Catholic church. 
They dared to tell the parents there would be no funeral for the boy, that they would pray that the lord had 
mercy on his soul to free him from his fate in hell. The devastated parents had no choice but to cremate 
their son, and to celebrate him with their own funeral. The candlelight vigil was held just outside their large 
farmhouse, and included over a hundred guests. All were in shock for the little boy. Some believed he had killed 
himself. Others believed with all their hearts that the little boy had been murdered, some even wore "Justice 
for Brandon" shirts to the vigil. Everyone held candles as they held hands and stood with the parents who 
mourned their precious little boy. They had no idea what the little boy's parents were going through. But they 
still found it in their hearts to be there for them, to help them grieve. The little boy's urn was in the center 
of the circle and it reminded parents in the group to love their children, and to tell their children they loved 
them every chance they got. They would never know when today might be the day their own children would be 
in ashes surrounded by a group of strangers who mourned them. So they stood, and made silent promises to 
the living and to the dead. They would love each other more, for Brandon's sake. 


Brandon sat next to his ashes, absolutely petrified. He sat there, hugging his knees to his chest, wondering 
what had went wrong. One moment he was sitting on the floor of his bedroom, the cold metal of his father's 
gun resting under his chin. The next moment he was sitting next to a gold pot carrying his ashes. He had not 
meant to kill himself. He saw some kid do it on tv and wanted to try it out. He didn't want to die, but the pain 
of being bullied at school every single day had worn down his will to live. On ty, the kid had used his uncle's 
gun to end the pain in his life. Brandon had decided in that moment to do the same. His parents always stayed 
late at work on Wednesdays. He decided he would try killing himself, on a Wednesday. What could it do but end 
his pain? He lived in SO MUCH PAIN. 


In the crowd he was surprised to see Micah's parents standing with candles. Micah spent every day making 
Brandon's life a living hell. When he wasn't smacking around Brandon before and after school, Micah spent the 


entire school day terrorizing the smaller, more fearful boy. He'd sit behind Brandon and spend the whole class 
kicking his seat. He'd whisper threats into Brandon's ear: "Gonna KILL you fatty", "Gonna make you wish you 
were never born’, "Gonna knock your teeth out after school fatty." Brandon spent every day at school fearing 
the next beating. He ate lunch in the nurse's office. He didn't even play outside at recess. He purposely chose 
classes he knew Micah wouldn't want anything to do with(Home Ec Meant he got to cook anyway. It was fun). 
His life had become completely wrapped up in avoiding torture from his arch nemesis, and it had become not 


much of a life at all. 


Worse than anything else Micah did, however, is what he would do whenever Brandon needed to go the 
bathroom. Any time Brandon requested a bathroom break, Micah would also sneak out of the classroom. Then 
he would race ahead of the smaller boy and block his entrance to the bathroom. He would wait until Brandon 
was nearly in pain before laughing and letting him go. One time it was so bad Brandon had collapsed in pain. A 
nurse called the hospital as Brandon yelled out. It hurt him so bad. What hurt worse was the embarrassment 
of his small bladder finally giving out, and he urinated all over himself as he lay in a heap in the school hallway. 
Doctor's said he had given himself a Urinary Tract Infection, and gave him some medication, though it would be 


weeks before it stopped hurting every time he pissed. 


It would be mere minutes before he decided he had enough, and wanted to end his suffering forever. He didn't 
want to live his life as it was any longer, and began searching for ways to help him heal the pain on a 


permanent basis. He was only eleven years old. 


Now twelve year old Brandon sat huddled outside his body, next to the urn filled with bits and pieces of him. 
His enemy scared him that was for sure. But looking at the gold pot symbolizing all that was left of him 
scared him even more. He looked at that pot and felt the cold metal of a gun underneath his chin. He looked at 
the pot and felt the screaming pain in his lower abdomen pushing him on. He looked at the pot and heard the 
loud, life ending "BANG" that brought him down to his bedroom floor and straight to where he was that very 
moment. He had felt little pain from the gunshot itself, but felt a very distinctive moment of the lights being 
shut off in his head forever. It was the banging noise in his head that would haunt him for all of eternity. He 
heard the banging every time he looked at his urn, which was often. He would hear the bang, then see his final 
glance at life staring at the ceiling in his bedroom. Poor scared little Brandon was doomed to repeat that image 


for all eternity. The mistake he had made was destined to haunt him forever. 


Terrified, the small boy sat huddled next to his urn. He watched the mourners with their candles sing songs 
wishing the boy well in the afterlife. He couldn't stand the singing and the crying. It made his soul ache with 
sadness. He thought about what he did every other time he was sad and scared. He pulled on his well worn 


Megadeth t-shirt. When he listened to Megadeth, he didn't feel small and powerless. He felt strong and 
powerful. He tried to imagine that powerful feeling as he began to sing. 


"A tout le monde/ 
A tout mes amis/ 
Je vous aimes/ 


Je dois partir" 


As he sang, a figure in dark clothes made his way through the crowd of grieving townspeople. Unlike his 
reaction for the first soul however, Dave moved through the crowd with great reluctance. His feet felt like 
they were filled with sand. He moved robotically, not wanting to see who the small voice belonged to. He nearly 
gasped in horror when he found out, watching a small chubby boy shaking from fear next to his own ashes. 
The boy was wearing a Megadeth shirt, and his blond hair and tshirt were matted to his body by significant 
amounts of dripping blood. Dave felt sick to his stomach as he could almost visualize the small innocent boy 
placing a gun underneath his chin. The round hole in his jaw could hardly be from anything else. Dave wondered 
what the hell could make such a small, young child want to end his life so violently. He wasn't sure he wanted 


to know. 

Trembling, Dave sat on the ground next to the child Brandon began shaking at the sight of the figure in black. 
He remembered a sermon in church in which he was warned that those who killed themselves belonged in the 
eternal fires of hell. He was warned that were he to commit suicide, he would be given no mercy on judgment 
day. It didn't matter that he was only twelve years old. The man sitting down next to him confirmed that. He 
just didn't want to believe it. 


"Are.Are you here.to bring me to hell?", Brandon stuttered, his eyes wide and scared. 


Dave wanted to say no. He really REALLY wanted to say no. But he was afraid of what would happen if he 


didn't follow Satan's orders. 

"Yes, kid. | am so, so sorry.", Dave muttered. 

The boy shook harder. 

"l'm scared. | don't want to go.", Brandon said. 

This admission felt like a giant weight crushing Dave's heart. He saw how sad and lonely the little boy was. It 
reminded him of when he was a young boy, how hard it was to make friends, how sad he was when no one 
wanted to play with him. He wished so much that there was someone there for him to make him feel less 
lonely growing up. He decided then and there that he would be that for the kid. It might be the only act of 
kindness the kid had seen in quite some time, or would for an eternity more. 

"Take my hand, kid. | will make it less scary for you", he promised. 


‘lm too old to hold hands. | am twelve", the boy protested. 


“Trust me kid. There is some scary shit where you are going, and you'll want someone there for you when you 


have to leave. Take my hand." 
Brandon grasped Dave's hand and they both made an effort to stand. 


"| will lead the way.", Dave said. 


They made their way through the crowd. Never for a second did the young boy stop shaking. His whole body 
trembled, and Dave wondered how the kid could even walk. The trembling got worse, not as the boy approached 
his own parents, but as he walked past a well to do couple and a snot nosed kid towards the back of the crowd. 


That's weird, Dave thought. But it's not like the dots were so hard to connect, considering he too had dealt 


with bullies growing up. 
"So that kid over there. he bullied you, right?", Dave said as he led the boy through to the back of the crowd. 


Brandon completely stopped moving for a moment, surprised at the easy guess. He didn't want to say anything 
about why he had died. He was too worried that the figure in black would laugh at him, as he died for foolish 


reasons. 


"Come on kid. | see how you've been looking at him. He looks like a little snot nosed shit to me. | know he's 


bullied someone. It's not too hard to guess it was you. Tell me about it", Dave insisted. 
The boy bit his lip and took a deep breath. 

"His name is Micah. He made my life a living hell", he mumbled. 

"How so?", Dave prompted. 


"He used to beat me before and after school each day.", Brandon said, "But worse than the beatings was the 
way he would torture me each day. He would kick my seat and threaten me in class. He used to prevent me 


from going to the bathroom when | really had to go." 
He paused, not wanting to sound like a baby with his next confession 


"One time, he prevented me from going to the bathroom for so long that | collapsed in pain | pissed all over 
myself in front of everyone. | was taken to a hospital, where they told me | had given myself a urinary tract 
infection. They treated it like it was my fault. They gave me pills, but they didn't really help. My bladder hurt 


for weeks." 


Dave clenched his fist, wanting desperately to kill that little snot nosed fucker who had caused the kid so much 


pain. 


"One time | was sitting at home, unable to concentrate on anything but the pain. | had turned on the ty, and 
some kid on a soap opera was shooting himself because he had been bullied in school. | thought maybe | should 


do it too." 


"Television is fucking poison kid. Its fucking brainwashing poison", Dave grumbled, trying not to upset the kid 


but feeling so much anger. 


| know. | am sorry. | didn't want to die. | didn't want to kill myself. | just wanted the bullying to stop. | wanted 
the pain to stop. At school they called me "piss pants". | had gone to the hospital, and they still called me "piss 


pants". One kid even told me he wished I'd died from holding my piss so much. So | made his wish come true." 


The kid was crying now and so was Dave. The fuck did the kid need to apologize for? Brandon was the one who 
should have been apologized to. He couldn't believe how cruel the little boy's classmates were. If he wasn't 
against hurting children, he would come after Brandon's classmates with a loaded shotgun and absolutely no 


mercy. 
"Jesus, | am so sorry Brandon. Kids can be cruel. | know you didn't mean to die. Jesus, that sucks." 

Dave couldn't help it. He placed his arms around the kid in a warm hug. Brandon hated being touched, but was 
so sad and scared he hugged Dave back. Dave pat the little boys back a little, as the boy cried into his jacket. 
He let the boy cry for a little while. Then he had to refocus his attention on the mission 


"Kid. The devil has offered you one last wish before you must join him. You can wish for anything at all. What 
would it be?" 


Brandon broke free from the hug and rubbed his eyes. 

"Anything?", he asked. 

"Anything. Name it", Dave replied. 

Brandon thought hard about what he wanted his last impression on earth to be. 

"| want to scare Micah. For once in his life, | want him to feel scared", he eventually said. 

"Hell yeah. Let's do it", Dave said, impressed by the devious wish. 

Around them, a school playground materialized. 

"| would get beat up every day, right under those monkey bars.", Brandon said. 

He trembled as he remembered the monkey bars from what they looked like underneath. He remembered them 
that way because he would spend nearly every day before and after school underneath them. Micah would 
have him pinned down as he slugged the kid in the face, stomach, and ribs. He would often come into class with 
torn clothes, bruises, and scrapes leaking blood down his arms and legs. He would explain it away as falling down 
on the playground, or playing too rough in gym. All the teachers believed him. No one thought the young boy 
was bullied, or they didn't care. No interference mean that the bullying never stopped, or at least it didn't until 
it was too late. 


Dave looked at the monkey bars, a sadness in his heart. The sadness turned to anger when he saw that 


Brandon's tormentor had already picked a new victim. Micah was straddling a boy who was the same size as 


Brandon. The poor boy was trying to deflect fists but was mostly failing. Brandon and Dave watched as the 
poor boy got several hits to the face before Micah finally let him go. The poor boy was shaking and pinching 
his nose with two fingers. He retreated the fingers to find that his nose was bleeding. The new victim of 
Micah's was beginning to cry, and both Dave and Brandon felt really bad for him. 


"We have to do something, or else Micah's going to keep doing this to other boys, without getting into trouble 
for it", Brandon said. 


"Well kid, you have the floor. Go ahead and make that snot-nosed prick scream like the little brat that he is. 
Make him pay.", Dave replied. 


Brandon knew exactly what to do. He climbed a tree next to the monkey bars. The tree was right near where 
Micah would retreat to after he beat up another kid. He sat high in the tree, high enough so he wouldn't be 


seen. Then, according to his last wish, he made himself visible to the human eye again 


Just as he did so, little snot-faced Micah came walking through that spot in the woods. It was now or never. 


Brandon took deep breaths, hard to do when his head was KILLING him. Then he set his evil plan in motion. 
"MICAH", he shouted, with the devil's voice in place of his own. 

Micah stopped dead in his tracks. 

"MICAH! Come closer, MICAH!", Brandon taunted. 

Micah walked closer to the trees, angry to have been teased. In doing so, he nearly walked through Dave. The 
figure in black was so close to Micah he could have strangled the brat if he wanted to. But then he would 
have to live with killing such a small child for the rest of his life. He couldn't do it. Even if the kid was a little 
snot-faced prick. 


"LOOK UP, MICAH", Brandon commanded. 


The boy did what he was told. Brandon began to descend the tree. He truly did wonder why he had such a big 
headache. 


"IM GOING TO COME FOR YOU, MICAH", Brandon threatened. 

"Who the hell are you? You better hope | don't find out", Micah warned. 

His insistence in being the brave little boy was kind of cute, thought Dave. The figure in black had an evil grin 
on his face as he watched Brandon continue to descend the tree. You get him kid, he thought proudly. Just one 


more last step and. 


Brandon leapt down from the tree in front of Micah. 


"MICAH", he yelled. "NICE TO SEE YOU!" 

Micah screamed, not believing what he was seeing. 

"But. you.you're.dead!", he stuttered. 

"DAMN RIGHT | AM DEAD! BECAUSE OF YOU, YOU LITTLE PUNK!" 
Brandon placed his hand on his throbbing head. 

"YOU HAVE GIVEN ME SUCH A HEADACHE! HA HA HA!" 

Micah didn't know what to do. He was so scared. 

"Oh my God! Are you going to kill me?", he squeaked. 

"AW, LOOK AT YOU! SCARED", Brandon taunted. 

He waited for a dramatic pause. 


"No, Micah. | am not going to kill you. | am just going to make you promise. Will you ever hurt another child 


ever, ever again?", Micah said in his normal voice. 

"NO! | SWEAR! | WILL NEVER BULLY AGAIN! JUST DON'T KILL ME!", Micah yelled, terrified for his life. 

"I am glad you said that Micah. Always remember when you think about me, BULLYING KILLS!", he growled. 
He pointed to the holes in his chin and head. 


"NOW SCRAM", he yelled. 


Micah ran as fast as he could go. Brandon was thrilled. He had never had the power to terrorize his bullies 


before. He rejoined Dave. 

"That was awesomel", he cheered. 

"Yeah, that was pretty cooll You got that little brat good!", Dave said. 
Brandon smiled for a minute, then looked at the ground 

"| can feel the pull. | can feel it. It is my time to go, isn't it?" 


There were tears in his eyes, and Dave mirrored them. 


"Yes, | am afraid so. It was great to know you." 

‘It was great to know you too, Dave Mustaine. | loved your music when | was still alive." 

Dave was surprised and flattered at the first mention of his name by the kid. 

"Well thank you kid. | am sorry | couldn't help you more." 

"You helped me plenty. Good luck with your own final wish." 

"Thanks kid. | am going to need it." 

Brandon nodded and smiled. The pull on his chest became ever increasing as he knew his time was near. He felt 
the small hole underneath his chin with his fingers as it began to bleed once more. The hole in the top of his 
head was also bleeding, streams of blood running over his forehead and ears. The boy looked down and there 


was now a pool of blood near his feet, similar to the one that he was found lying in on his bedroom floor. Next 


to the pool of blood was a visible black hole. It was time. 


"BRANDON JOHNSON. YOU HAVE ENDED YOUR OWN LIFE. AS SUCH, YOU HAVE ENDED YOUR RELATINSHIP WITH 
THE HOLY FATHER. YOU WILL NOW BE DOOMED TO SPENDING A LIFETIME WITH ME", A voice below bellowed. 


Brandon was no longer quite so scared, and he looked up at Dave one last time. 
"Goodbye Dave", he said with a small wave. 
"Goodbye Brandon", Dave said, with a similar wave. 


Brandon looked at the sky. Then with a small, fearful squeal he trod through his blood and jumped into the hole. 


The hole sucked him in, and then disappeared. Dave heard a chuckle, and the devil spoke to him once more. 


"YOU ARE COLDER THAN | THOUGHT DAVE. A CHILD? YOU DAMNED A CHILD???lll THE NEXT FOUR SHOULD BE 
NO SWEAT THEN. GET TO IT" 


Dave began to cry. Damning Brandon was the worst nightmare he ever could have thought of. The boy 
reminded him so much of himself, and he had so much life left to live. Visions of the frightened boy would 
haunt him forever, if he himself would be allowed to live. They already haunted him, scared him to death as 


he found himself at his next assignment. 


With the sickly sanitary smell, and the beeping of many monitors, Dave knew where he was. His heart ached as 
he wondered who could have killed themselves in such a place. How could you take your own life in a hospital 


room? Dave wondered. 


He was about to find out. 


Julia 
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To retrieve a third soul for the devil, Dave found himself in a hospital surrounded by busy staff and monitors 
beeping loudly in his ears. For a moment, Dave thought that the third soul might have been himself. The devil 
had been surprised after Dave had damned Brandon. Maybe he would be given a reward for being so cold. 
Thinking that way made Dave feel awful though. Sending a child to hell was far worse than anything else he 
had ever done in his whole life, and he had done a lot of things he wasn't proud of to compare it to. But Dave 
had to know by now that the devil was far from merciful. He shouldn't have been surprised right then that 
instead of going his hospital room he was taken to the hospital chapel instead. 


"YOU DIDN'T THINK | WAS FINISHED WITH YOU YET, DID YOU2", the devil's voice boomed, "THIRD SOUL. JULIA. 
FEMALE. TERMINALLY ILL. GET TO IT." 


Dave slowly made his way down the chapel aisle, in search of his next soul. The chapel in this small North 
Carolina hospital was located right next to the maternity ward. Dave noted how cruel it was that in a place 
where people contemplated death, they had to listen to new life arriving on Earth. The paper thin walls didn't 
disguise the sound of women screaming "OH GOD! He's coming NOW! My baby is coming RIGHT NOW! OH MY 
GOD!" and "| CAN'T DO THIS! Oh GOD | can't DO THIS! | cant LAAAAAAAGH"". Both of these women were crying 
out desperately as the process of bringing life into this world had begun. Was one of these women named 


Julia? Was one of the newborns about to be named Julia? Dave hoped not. 


Life giving screams filled the room as Dave made his way to the last pew in front of the altar. He could barely 
hear his signal over the screams. But coming from a tiny voice towards the front of the chapel, was the song 
he was beginning to regret writing. He walked closer and came across a slender woman, head wrapped in a 
scarf, pale skin and visible bones suggesting she had been sick for quite some time. Dave felt sorry for the 
woman, who had black poisoned veins sticking out while she was praying for mercy on her life. He didn't want 
to damn this woman. He truly didn't. But he felt he should at least know why she had killed herself before 
breaking his pact with the devil 


Julia Jenson sat in front of the small hospital chapel, praying for mercy on her soul. Of course it was hard to 
listen to one's own thoughts when in the next room, there had been screaming for hours. Julia had been in the 
chapel all day, long enough to know when the two expectant women were going to give birth. One of the women 
was in labor for days, and was about to get induced. She was very fearful. The other woman had several kids 


before and knew exactly when her baby was coming. Her labor had increased steadily since Julia had died. Now 


she was about to give birth, as was the fearful woman, oddly enough. Julia had four children of her own, and 
never once had she given birth at the same time as another woman. This was a truly rare event, but then 
again so was her death, she thought. How poetic that she would be leaving this earth as two new souls were 
entering it. She thought for a moment that maybe she had died so that the two new souls would live. The 


thought comforted her, even as she gazed upon her blackened, poison-filled veins. 


As the two ladies in the room next to her were giving life, Julia couldn't help but think of her own As a sixty 
two year old woman, she had lived a lot of life. But she still had quite a bit of life to live. Unfortunately, a 
diagnosis of terminal brain cancer had ended that chance. Six months ago, she began receiving treatment. 
Instead of getting better, however, the treatment began stealing from her. It stole her motor control first. She 
couldn't dance, like she had spent her life doing. Then it began to steal her memory. She couldn't remember 
birthdays or anniversaries. Finally, it began to steal her speech. She decided then, when she couldn't tell her 
loved ones that she loved them (she had a hard time remembering them anyway), that she had to end it. Her 
quality of life had gotten so poor that she could no longer continue it. One day, while the nurses were on 
coffee break, she used a barrette to pick open a medicine cabinet. She found a syringe containing penicillin, 
which she'd always been allergic to. Then she tore open the syringe, and with a quick prayer, plunged the 
needle straight into a vein As the plunger went down, she felt calm and accepted her fate. Her throat swelled 
instantly, and before the nurses came back, Julia suffocated to death in her hospital bed. 


While her quality of life was still normal, Julia had been lucky enough to have lived an incredible life. She grew 
up in an affluent home. She had been a dancer since she could walk, and it became her lifelong passion. She was 
a dance instructor for forty years, and owned a dance school for twenty. She'd been married twice to loving 
husbands, and with her second husband she'd had four children, who went on to give her five grandchildren. All 
four children grew up to love and respect her, and she considered herself very lucky. In fact, one of the 
children was ironically one of the new mothers in the maternity ward next to where Julia sat just then. Her 
daughter was a first time mom, and she had always been fearful of everything. Julia wanted to make it to the 
birth of her sixth grandchild, but by then she couldn't even talk, couldn't even hold a spoon let alone a 
newborn. But right in that chapel, she was at least able to listen to her granddaughters arrival into this world. 
She knew her daughter couldn't hear her, but she still tried to help her the best she could 

"You've always been such a fearful girl, my sweet Lily. But you are also stronger than you think. You can do 
this, sweet girl. Just breathe. The pain is only temporary. Just breathe." 


Lily responded back with a very loud, fearful scream. Julia wished more than anything that she could be there 
with her daughter. She wanted to hold her hand and tell her everything was going to be okay. She wanted to 
see her newborn granddaughter and hold her close. Instead Lily had to receive news that her mother had 
passed away after her labor had begun. Julia felt terrible about what she did to her daughter. She knew she 
would for all of eternity. 


There was one thing she could do for her daughter though. When her children were small, they found comfort 
from Julia's singing voice. She couldn't sing well, but her voice was warm and soothing. She often rocked her 
children to sleep singing them nursery rhymes or maybe The Beatles. She decided she would help her daughter 
in that very moment by singing to her. She knew a song that would fit the way she was feeling perfectly. It 


had been one of her favorites for years, and now she finally had the chance to use it. Clearing her throat, she 


began to sing: 


"A tout le monde/ 
A tout mes amis/ 
Je vous aimes/ 


Je dois partir" 


Dave took his cue and walked into the small chapel. His steps were less forceful than with Christine's funeral. 
He was very reluctant to complete his mission of sending an ill person to hell. He walked down to the pew 
behind her and sat down. Julia stopped singing, and looked behind her. 


‘| was wondering when Satan would send one of his messengers. But | must say that | am surprised to see 


that his messenger is you, Mr. Mustaine. What brings you down to North Carolina at this hour?" 


If anything surprised him anymore, Dave would have asked Julia why the hell she knew so much. But he had 
become accustomed to people knowing who he was and why he was where he was. So he just sat back in his 


seat and crossed his arms. 
"Valium is a powerful drug. Especially when you are wasted", he grumbled. 


‘| hear ya. When | was young, | tried a tranquilizer because | couldn't sleep. Knocked me out cold for hours! My 
friends thought | was a goner, Julia said. 


Who the hell is this woman? Dave wondered to himself why such a proper looking woman knew about 


Megadeth and tranquilizer pills. She seemed to catch on to his apprehension, and laughed a little at him. 


"Sweetheart, | was a dancer for forty years and | also had four children. | know metal, and | know my street 


drugs. How do you think we dancers stay so damn thin?" 


Mustaine shrugged, slightly impressed. The woman's sarcasm was inviting, and was certainly more welcome 
than the cries of the scared boy. He was about to give her a jab back, when he heard screams through the 


walls. Two women were about to give birth, that much was certain. He noticed a look of worry on Julia's face 


for the first time since he had met her. 


"Why do you look worried?", he said, "Were you hoping for a less noisy place to do this, because | can make 
that happen" 


"Oh no, no.", Julia began, "I'm not worried because of the noise. | am worried because one of the women about 
to give birth is my daughter Lily. She's always been so fearful, and this child is her first. | wish | could be 
there for her." 


"Why couldn't you, if you don't mind me asking?", Dave asked. 


Julia took a deep breath. 


"Six months ago, right around the time my daughter told me she was pregnant, | was diagnosed with a terminal 
brain tumor. My four children convinced me that | should get it treated. So | went in for chemo and then 
radiation for six months. But the chemicals they were pumping into my brain effectively began killing me. First, 
| lost my motor function. | couldn't dance anymore, or drive, or even pick up a fucking pen. Then | lost my 
memory. | couldn't remember birthdays, or what day of the week it was. Finally, | lost my speech. On days that 
| could remember my children, | couldn't tell them how much | loved them. It was then that | decided | needed 
to kill myself. | stole a penicillin shot, which | am allergic to, and shot myself up with it. | suffocated to death 
before the doctors even came back to check up on me. Little did | know my daughter had gone into labor right 
around the time | died. Poor thing has been in labor for a couple of days now. If | stayed alive, it wouldn't have 
done any good either. | couldn't talk to her, or hold her hand. So | died, and now | am waiting patiently, beyond 
the grave, for my daughter to give birth." 


Dave wiped the corner of his eyes. Jesus, he didn't know what to say to the poor woman sitting in front of 
him. He couldn't think of anything worse for a mother to go through than what this woman was. All he could 
do for her is to offer he what he had already given to Christine and Brandon, 

‘Jesus. That sucks.", he said, "| am so sorry." 


"Thank you.", she said. 


"There isn't a whole lot | can do to help you. But Satan is offering you up a final wish on this Earth. Is there 
anything you would like to do before you go to hell?", he asked. 


Julia thought about it for a moment, though she already knew the answer. 


If you don't mind, | would like to stay here. | want to know that my daughter and granddaughter are ok before 


| leave Earth forever." 

"That's fine", Dave said. 

They sat and waited for a short while. Then from the other side of the wall, a woman screamed loudly. There 
were noises of encouragement from doctors and nurses as one of the two women was on the verge of giving 
birth. The woman's screams paused, then became more intense. Julia and Dave waited with held breath. Could 
this be it already? 

"He's almost here! Keep pushing!", a nurse encouraged. 


The woman screamed one final time before the room erupted in cheers. 


"IT'S A BOY!", the doctor announced. 


There were celebratory cheers filling the chapel. But Dave and Julia remained silent. They were still waiting. 
"That's not it. | am waiting for a baby girl", Julia mumbled, 
"That's okay. We can wait a little longer.", Dave said, not knowing how long the devil would let them wait. 


On the other side of the wall, there was a faint scream. But though there were words of encouragement, 


there was no celebration to be had. Just a desperate, fearful scream followed by silence. 

“Something isn't right", Julia said, "My Lily has been delivering since the other woman has. She has been 
screaming just as hard. Where is the baby? The doctors haven't even said she was close to a baby yet", Julia 
rambled, chewing on her fingernails. 

"Relax, sweetheart," Dave said, "| am sure she is almost ready. We will just wait here a few more minutes." 
But then, a panicked sound came from the other room. 


‘Patient's labor is not moving forward. How shall we proceed? Baby is not moving forward", one nurse said. 


"God, | don't know. Let's try.one more push. Can you try that for me Lily? One last push? If the baby doesn't 


move then, we might have to consider helping her along.", the doctor said. 
A woman was crying from the other end of the wall. 

"Please. | need help. | don't know what to do. | can't do this." 

A reassuring nurse spoke to Lily just then. 


"You are doing fine sweetheart. Your baby is just being a little stubborn that's all. You've got this. You've got 
this mama." 


The doctor was less reassuring. 

"The patient may help moving this baby out. | need a forceps kit prepped right now." 

"Yes Doctor." 

Lily let out a fearful cry. 

"Don't worry sweetheart. We won't use these unless they are truly necessary.", the nurse promised. 


On the other side of the wall, Julia was crying. 


"My daughter needs me. How could | have been so selfish as to die before she really needed me?" 
Dave gave her a reassuring pat on the back. 


"What your daughter needed was to have one less stressful thing in her life. Not to say you needed to die. But 
you ended your life on your own terms. Now Lily knows her mother isn't suffering anymore. She doesn't have 
to worry about how much pain you are in, or how much longer you will struggle inside yourself. You gave 


your daughter peace, even as she grieves. It's all you had left to give, and you gave it to her." 

Julia nodded. Dave's advice sounded a little mean, but it was true. Even when Lily was very pregnant, she took 
care of her mother all the time. Julia was lucid often enough to watch her youngest daughter stay up nights 
with her, making sure she didn't wander. She watched Lily cook her food, feeding her as she lost use of her 
hands. She watched as her daughter carried her to bed, or down her front steps so she could go to the 
doctor. Being relieved of that burden would indeed be a gift for her daughter. A cruel gift for the both of 


them, but it was necessary. 

As her final wish left on this Earth, Julia knew there was one last gift she could give her daughter. She got up 
from the pew, and walked slowly to the wall with the maternity ward on the other side. Without thinking too 
much about it, Julia placed one of her hands on the wall, trying so hard to get Lily to feel her presence. She 
used all the strength she had left as a spirit on Earth to get her message to her daughter. She knew her 
daughter needed one thing in that moment, and that was love. 


"Lily, sweetheart. | love you. Even though | am not here anymore. | love you so much." 


She could hear her daughter begin to moan and scream. She knew it was time. She placed both of her hands on 


the wall as her daughter had one last chance to deliver her baby before doctors intervened. 
"That's it, mama. That's it. Are you ready? You've got one last chance. You can do this.", the nurse reassured. 
| can't. | can't do this", Lily cried. 


"LILY. LISTEN TO ME. LISTEN TO YOUR MOTHER. | LOVE YOU. YOU CAN DO THIS. YOU ARE SO STRONG LILY. YOU 
ALWAYS HAVE BEEN. THIS CAN BE THE GREATEST MOMENT OF YOUR LIFE. LISTEN TO ME, YOU CAN DO THIS." 


In an incredible moment, Lily seemed to listen to her mother, even though it was impossible. 
"Mom? Is that you?", she cried. 

"YES IT'S ME. YOU'VE GOT THIS SWEETHEART. BE BRAVE NOW." 

"But | can't be brave. | can't. | am so scared. | am so." 


The doctor and nurses encouraged Lily with cheers as she screamed through another contraction 


"You've got this Lily! You've got this sweetie! Give a big push now. Give a big push and you can hold your 
daughter! Ready. ONE. TWO.", the nurse said. 


On three, Lily let out a yell. 

"Oh GOD! AAAAAAHHHHHH!" 

"COME ON, LILY! | LOVE YOU! YOU'VE GOT THIS! YOU ARE SO STRONG LILY! BE STRONG NOW", Julia yelled 
As Lily screamed, there was a positive change in chatter among the doctor and his nurses. 

"We've got something! | can't believe it! We've got something!", the doctor exclaimed, "Keep going, Lily!" 
"You've got this girl! Keep on going!", the nurse said. 

Julia cried. 

"THAT'S RIGHT SWEETHEART. KEEP BEING STRONG. | KNOW YOU CAN DO THIS", she said. 

Lily screamed and cried, then took a big breath. 


"She's almost herel", the doctor exclaimed, "I don't know how there was such a big turnaround. But your 


daughter is almost here! Just one more big push, and you will be holding your daughter!" 
The nurses cheered, as did Julia. 
"YOU ARE THE STRONGEST WOMAN | KNOW, LILY. | KNEW YOU COULD DO THIS. KEEP GOING NOW: 


There was a couple of moments of rest for Lily, and then the big moment of her daughter's birth arrived. 
Julia's daughter began to groan restlessly, exhausted. Julia heard her daughter falter, and tried to reassure 


her. 
"DON'T GIVE UP NOW, LILY. | LOVE YOU. YOU'VE GOT THIS." 


Lily grumbled a little more, and then the big moment arrived. She began to scream as the nurses encouraged 
her to keep on going. She was screaming and crying, too tired to go on. But her mother was right there with 
her in spirit. 


"BE STRONG LILY. | LOVE YOU SO MUCHI YOU WILL BE SUCH A GREAT MOM! | KNOW IT! BE STRONG NOW", Lily 


encouraged. 


Lily yelled as the nurses cheered. After a much too long moment, Julia heard a sound that warmed her heart. 


A newborn infant was screaming and crying, taking in the first breaths in its life. 
"THAT'S IT. MY BRAVE LILY. | KNEW YOU COULD DO IT", Julia cried. 

"Look how beautiful she is, Lily! This is your daughter", the nurse said. 

‘Oh my God! My daughter! My little girll Come herel", Lily said. 


"What are you going to name her?", the nurse asked. 


"l'm going to name her Julia, after my mom’, Lily said. 
Upon hearing this, Julia cried happy tears. She was gone, but a new soul was in her place, a little girl named 


Julia was born. Her daughter had been stronger than she'd ever known her to be. Now it was her turn to be 


strong. 


"JULIA JENSON.", a booming voice announced, "YOU HAVE ENDED YOUR LIFE, AND SO YOU HAVE ENDED YOUR 
RELATIONSHIP WITH THE HOLY FATHER. PREPARE TO SPEND AN ETERNITY IN HELL." 


Having spent all of her spirit energy trying to help her daughter, Julia collapsed on the floor. Dave ran up to 
help her. He lifted her and began to carry her to her eternal resting place. 


"She named her daughter Julia’. That is my name", she said. 

Dave had been crying during the birth, but really began to shed tears at that announcement. 
‘lam so sorry | have to do this, Julia It was so amazing to know you.", Dave said. 

Its not your fault. It is my time", Julia said, too calm about it. 


Dave hovered over the black hole, not wanting to do what he had to do next. He gave Julia a small kiss on the 


forehead, and held her out. He looked at her one last time. 

‘| will never forget you. You are one of the strongest people | have ever known", he told Julia 
"You aren't so weak yourself. | hope you see that one day.", Julia said. 

Dave nodded. His grip was loosening. It was time now. 

"Goodbye Julia 

"Goodbye Dave." 


He dropped her into the black hole. Julia cried out and then was never seen again. Dave cried, emotionally spent. 


He listened to newborn Julia cry on the other side of the wall. He thought that the challenge that Satan gave 


him couldn't possibly get any worse. 
"WELL SEE ABOUT THAT", Satan taunted, "THREE MORE SOULS, MUSTAINE. GET TO IT." 
"NO! | WON'T DO IT! | CAN'T! KILL ME PLEASE! | CANNOT DO ANY MORE", Dave said, crying hysterically. 


"ITS TOO LATE FOR THAT NOW. DO THIS FOR ME, OR NEXT | WON'T JUST KILL YOU. | WILL KILL YOUR FAMILY 
TOO", Satan threatened. 


Dave knew there was a catch. He moved forward, terrified for his family. He didn't want to hurt anyone else, 
but he couldn't hurt his family. Hurting his family would be far worse for him than death. So he continued 
walking forward, the distant sound of TAPS increasing with each step. His heart ached as he knew where he 


was going now. 


He was going to a military funeral. 


Jeremiah 
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Dave sat at the back of a funeral, feeling spent and a little stunned. The devil had just threatened his family. 
He knew the devil was bound to trick him somehow but to threaten his family! Satan had hit his one true weak 
spot and he knew it. Of course damning more souls to protect his family meant that he believed that his 
family was more important than the woman who never got to hold her baby, or the parents who will never 
see their little baby again, or the grandmother who will never get to see her newborn granddaughter. As the 
cries of the newborn infant were still fresh in his mind, he knew it was unfair to place his need to protect his 
family over the need of others to protect theirs. But he couldn't help it. Family had always come first to him, 
and he couldn't just shut that off right now. 


So he found himself at the back of a military funeral, awaiting a cue from the deceased to bring him or her 

to hell. There were many people at this funeral, all standing next to lawn chairs at the bottom of Veteran's Hill 
at the cemetery. The lawn had been freshly cut out of respect, and the white lawn chairs floated on a sea of 
tree green grass. After the coronet player finished playing TAPS, everyone sat down in their lawn chairs. From 


afar, all Dave could see was a long expanse of black on top of white on top of green It would be cool to paint 


that, he oddly thought. 


At the center of the three overlapping colors rested a large wooden casket, a proud American flag draped 
over the top of it. Behind the casket was a line of soldiers dressed in their classiest uniforms, all holding rifles 
for the twenty one gun salute. Dave admired guns very much, and was impressed by the ceremony thus far. 
That being said, he was so exhausted at that point that he wished that one of the guns would point towards 
him and take him away from all this misery. Just a quick pop and it would all be over. If only it were that 
easy. 


Next to the casket sat a young man in fatigues and a crew cut. Dave placed him somewhere in his twenties, 
too young to die from anything except combat. But as Dave looked closer at the soldier, he noticed a bright 
red rope mark, with a suicidal "V" shape from where he was hung. To amend Dave's former description, the 
young man was too young to die from anything besides combat and suicide, apparently. The man sat stunned 
next to his casket, a desperate look in his eyes. He rubbed the marks on his neck as though he wished to hide 
them from whoever had made it to the funeral. He hadn't realized yet that it was his own wife who found him 
hanging from one of the rafters in their barn. No amount of rubbing would ever erase that image from the 


young woman's mind. She had already begun seeing a psychiatrist to try. 


As the preacher began his sermon, Jeremiah Barrett thought about all the events which led to him sitting 


next to his shell of a body on that very day. Having completed three tours in Iraq, Jeremiah believed that he 
was invincible. He had even gone through a successful mission where he had disarmed a chain of ten landmines 
without a scratch on him. His fellow soldiers nicknamed him "Iron Man" because he had to be made out of 
metal To survive mission after mission with hardly a scrape. For the first two tours, Jeremiah was one of the 
happiest men on earth. He kept his country safe, the other soldiers respected him, and he had a wife and kids 
to go back home to. It seemed as though nothing could go wrong for him, like he was destined to live through 


anything life threw at him. 


Then during his third tour, things took a turn for the worse. He lost two friends during an IED disarming that 
he was in charge of. He had become afflicted with malaria, which he had somehow been cured of with the last 
of his lucky streak. But the disease had made him weak, especially in his mind. It takes more than muscle to be 
a good soldier, one must have a solid head on their shoulders as well. A weak mind in a combat situation leads 
to death. That's what his teacher in basic training had said. It was the words Jeremiah had sworn to every 
day he was in Iraq. It was the words that kept him alive against all odds. Now they were the words that were 
destined to bring him down. 


One broiling hot day, in an undisclosed location in Iraq, Jeremiah found out how dangerous an unsound mind 
could be. There was a dust storm so bad it had scattered his men, and left all of them blind. No one could see 
more than one hundred yards in front of them. It was during this storm that the men were informed of an 
incoming attack on their camp. Intel suggested that there were maybe half a dozen Iraqi soldiers, all armed and 
dangerous, approaching within the hour. Jeremiah listened to his captain give orders on where each man should 
guard the camp. He was feeling good that day, ready to fight, ready to protect his men at all costs. His captain 
told him that he should sit the mission out as he was still coming down off his malaria medication. But he 
insisted, said he was always lucky, and the captain relented, as the death of Jeremiah's friends had him down 
two men Jeremiah left for the mission, feeling strong and brave. Little did he know that so much was about 


go very, very wrong. 


About a half an hour into the mission, Jeremiah heard distant gunfire. He heard it, but couldn't see it, because 
the dust storm had already killed visibility. He followed the gunfire only by how he heard it. It didn't take long 
for him to see tiny beams of light signaling the enemy bullets coming straight at him. He thought for sure 
that he had seen an enemy soldier, coming straight toward him. So he did what he had to in order to save his 
life. He lifted his gun and shot several rounds at the shadow fast approaching him. He heard the satisfying yell 
of a hit target, the blood spray vivid against the pale dust. He ran towards the enemy, believing that he had 
killed him. 


As he approached his kill, the dust began to clear. He stood over the man he had gunned down. His heart 
stopped cold. This wasn't an enemy soldier at all, but one of his battalion's newest recruits. Worse yet, the 
man was unarmed. The beams he had seen were not bullets, they were rays from a lamp attached to the 
man's helmet for better visibility in the storm. Jeremiah frantically tried to revive the man, but it was no 
use. Even with zero visibility, Jeremiah had managed a freak shot right into the young soldier's heart. He was 
dead before Jeremiah had even found him. The older man freaked out, almost used the gun on himself that 
very day. But he had a wife and kids at home, and couldn't give up on his life when they were waiting for him 


to come home safely. He would indeed come home safe a month later, but he came home in many broken 


pieces, his mind splintered into pieces he couldn't put back together again The Iron Man had finally rusted, and 
there was nothing that could reverse it. 


In present time, Jeremiah Barrett sat in front of his casket, thinking about the young man that he had killed. 
Patrick Cole was only nineteen years old when he was shot dead by friendly fire. He was too young to have a 
wife and kids, but he had a fiancee and two dogs waiting for him at home. That fiancee sat next to his own 
wife now. He couldn't believe Patrick's fiancee had shown up to his funeral. With the way he acted since the 
accident, he couldn't believe his own wife showed up to the funeral. It made him feel love, it made him feel 
hope, it made him feel.like singing. He chose his favorite Megadeth song, the one he wished they would have 
played at his funeral, and he began to sing. 


"A tout le monde/ 
A tout mes amis/ 
Je vous aimes/ 


Je dois partir" 

Dave sat down next to the fallen soldier, regretting what he was going to have to tell him. He knew some tough 
people who would kick his own ass straight to hell for damning a soldier. One of those people was him! But the 
safety of his own family depended on completing this mission He sat down casually, not looking at the young 
soldier as he spoke. 

"How does a young, brave soldier like you end up on Satan's waiting list?", he asked, genuinely curious. 

The man seemed startled, and then looked away as he spoke. 

"I killed one of my own men on the battlefield", Jeremiah explained. 

"Jesus! That'll fuck you up.", Dave said. 

"Oh it did for sure. After | returned home, | found a long rope and hung myself in my barn", Jeremiah said. 
The very image was jarring, and Dave instantly felt bad for all of the bitter sarcasm he gave to the kid. 

"Oh my God. | am so sorry kid", Dave said. 

"Thanks. But | don't deserve anyone feeling sorry for me. | left a wife and kids with no one to provide for them. 
| left a man's fiancee, as well as his family, completely alone without their loved one. All of this was my fault. 
My captain told me not to go on the mission while | was still recovering from Malaria. My wife told me | 
should have been taking the anti-depressant my doctor gave me. But | was too much of a coward to follow 


either order. | am nothing but a coward. | deserved to die. | deserve to be rotting in hell for all of eternity.’ 


Jesus Christ, a part of me actually agrees with this, Dave thought. But he himself had done some cowardly 
things in his life. He didn't want anyone to think that he deserved to rot for all of eternity in hell just for doing 


those things! Also, he felt that the kid's guilt over accidentally killing his friend was genuine enough that he did 
not deserve to be punished for all eternity. He was going to be sent to hell anyway so Dave could protect his 


family, but ah, details, details. 


"Kid you aren't a coward. As a musician, I've spoken to many soldiers over the years, all around the world. 
Combat fucks you up. It just does. It makes your brain do terrible things, think terrible thoughts. | once met a 
soldier who was waiting to serve, not in Iraq, but 25 to life in a state prison because he killed his own mother. 
He believed the toaster she was using was a gun. Once it popped, he got scared and "fired" back. Even with 
that messed up story being a reality for him, | would dare say that even HE wasn't a coward. He just couldn't 
handle what combat did to his brain. I'm not saying that every soldier should be allowed to go out and kill 
whoever they want without punishment. | am just saying that one tragic slip in judgment does not make you a 
coward. Not being able to live with that decision afterwards does not make you a coward either. A coward 
does not care who gets hurt by their actions. A coward HIDES from their mistakes. A coward DENIES their 
mistake. You wanna see a real coward? | will take you to any politician's house you want. That is where you will 


find the truest cowards. Trust me.", Dave said. 


Jeremiah ran his hands through his hair. He didn't quite believe Dave. But he was appreciating the extra effort 
Dave was putting in to make him feel better. 


"Yeah, | guess you are right. | am not a coward, I've just been through a lot of shit. And | HATE politics.”, 


Jeremiah said. 
"Fuck yeah you do. Who doesn't?", Dave replied. 


There was an awkward pause between Dave and the boy who was never going to be able to let go of the farm 
he'd loved since he was a kid. Dave kept waiting for the kid to speak up on his own. But Jeremiah had kept 
quiet, and his time left before he went to hell was decreasing rapidly. Dave decided there was just one thing 
left to do for the kid he couldn't make happy. 


"Jeremiah our time together is running short. | must tell you something. Satan is feeling generous today. He is 
offering everyone a last wish before they are sent to hell. So | must ask you, is there anything in the world 


that you want, anything at all? We don't have much time to think about it", Dave said. 
Jeremiah thought about it for a long time. 
| need the family of the man | killed to know how sorry | am for what | did", he said. 


Around the two men, a kitchen materializes before their very eyes. Jeremiah understood right away that he 
was inside Patrick Cole's house. He was surprised to find that the young man he mistook for a very well off 
person was living in a rundown shack. Paint was peeling off the walls, the appliances were dated and the roof 
leaked. Worst of all, it seemed, was that it was frigid cold inside the house. The young man's wood stove had 
been out of service for quite some time. Considering he lived in Pennsylvania, and this was February, the house 


must have been almost unbearable to live in at times. Jeremiah visualized Patrick's fiancee just then, grieving 


her loved one and shivering to death. What she must have gone through must have been incredibly tough. But 
Jeremiah met Gina once, and the woman was tough as nails. If anyone could handle life's curveballs, it was her. 
Still, he wanted to help, considering he was the cause of her pain in the first place. 


"lve got to make this house a warmer place to live. | am not even alive, and this house still feels like a frigid 


dungeon", Jeremiah explained. 
Dave crossed his arms, interested to see where this was going to go. 
"Well. sure! I'd like to see you try!", he said. 


Jeremiah walked up to the rundown wood stove, trying to brainstorm how to get it to work properly. He 
noticed that all it needed was a good cleaning and a lot of firewood. Using the power from his final wish, 
Jeremiah expertly cleaned out the vents as well as the stove itself. Satisfied, he went outside to chop up some 


firewood. 


Dave followed Jeremiah outside in the frigid cold. The two men were spirits, but it was so cold that their air 
came out in vaporized puffs all the same. Dave took one look at the large trees Jeremiah was sizing up to cut 
down. They were huge, much too large for anyone except a man with the power of the devil to cut down. Dave 
realized with a sick feeling in his gut that this was Jeremiah's intention all along. Cutting down these trees 
would use every bit of a person's spiritual power. Once that power was gone, it would be very tough to fight 
back from Satan once he had reached hell. He had already witnessed this phenomenon once, with Julia. She had 
used all her spiritual power to connect with her daughter and help bring her granddaughter into the world. But 
Julia had been sick already. To take a man who was strong and healthy during life, and to make him completely 
defenseless against Satan at death was crazy to say the least. But Dave understood why Jeremiah was doing 
it. He couldn't live with his guilt, his survivor's guilt had made him powerless. It seemed only right that he 
wasted himself physically to match how he felt on the inside. Still, Dave couldn't lie to himself, this was going 
to be difficult to watch. 


Jeremiah chose the biggest tree in the backyard (of course) and began sizing it up so he could chop it down A 
large ax materialized in his hand, and he felt like it was the perfect weapon to take the tree down. Dave, on the 
other hand knew better. How cruel it was of Satan to give Jeremiah a tool where he would have to expend his 
spiritual energy so quickly. He couldn't have given Jeremiah a chainsaw, or a wood chipper, or another tool to 
help him keep his strength. After all, the devil was never too keen on dishing out kind favors. Dave wanted to 
warn Jeremiah of how this was going to play out, but he felt that no matter what he said, the young soldier 
was going to carry out his mission. So he stood back and watched, out of the path of the tree, but close 


enough to Jeremiah so he could lift him up when his spiritual energy gave out. 


Jeremiah's enthusiasm for the project did not help his cause either. He ferociously swung at the tree with all 
he had. He had spent his whole life on a farm and very quickly had a large pile of uniform logs ready to be 
used in the wood stove. He could have saved his energy by only cutting down half the tree. He already had 
tons of logs, enough to apologize with for sure. But Jeremiah wasn't going to give up until he was completely 
spent. Dave watched as the man hacked at the tree with all the power a guilty man could possess. He was 


nearly done, chopping at the stump, when Dave noticed the telltale signs. 
This man was going to have all his energy drained right before his very eyes. 
| don't. | don't feel so good", Jeremiah said all of a sudden. 


"You drained your spiritual energy cutting down that tree so fast.", Dave explained, "Satan did this on purpose, 
so you wouldn't be strong enough to fight against him at the entrance of hell.” 


"What? That doesn't make sense. What is going on with me? What is wrong? Why can't | lift my hands 


anymore?" 
Dave noticed the man begin to turn limp and tried to soothe him. 

"Hts okay, Jeremiah. Everything is going to be ok Just let it happen Don't fight it. Everything will be ok" 
They were all lies, but it was an effort to be humane none the less. 


"NO! | haven't finished my wish yet! | haven't made sure Gina knows that | am sorry! This can't be happening 
yet!" 


To have such a strong, proud young man nearly cry at what was to become of him was almost too much for 


Dave to handle. 


"You didn't expect Satan to play fair did you now? Why do you think he handed you such a small tool, when he 


could have given you any power tool in the world to cut down that tree?" 


The realization dawned on Jeremiah, but it was too late. He had begun to grow weak in the knees. Dave 
prepared himself to catch Jeremiah when he fell. There was a surprised and hurt look in the soldier's eyes, as 
though he had just been shot. Then he collapsed in a heap in Dave's arms. 


"| didn't expect it to be like this! | didn't expect it to feel like this! | didn't expect it to.." 


Jeremiah's fingers suddenly clutched his throat. His windpipe felt sore, and he felt the skin on his neck burn 
deeply. It was worse than any pain he felt during his short life. 


"It. It HURTS. It shouldn't hurt. I'm already dead. AH It hurts so much! What the hell is happening to my neck? 
Its on FIRE!" 


‘On fire" was ironically the only descriptor Dave could come up with for what he was seeing happen on the 
man's neck. The hanger’s V mark on the soldier's neck was turning red, then purple, then a deep black, as if the 
man was getting third degree burns. Dave was surprised when the man said it hurt. Not even Christine had 


complained of pain, and she was pouring buckets of blood from her wrists at the end. Jeremiah's pain could 


only mean one thing, and it chilled Dave to the core. 


"I am NOT sending a live man to hell. If he's still alive, | can't help you kill him! | just can't! This wasn't part of 
the deall" 


There was a deep bellowing laugh from the depths of hell. Dave realized it wasn't Jeremiah who had been 
tricked by the devil, it had been he himself. As Jeremiah choked and clutched at his searing neck, Dave realized 
that the funeral he had just witnessed had not yet happened. He realized that the man he was holding wasn't 
losing his spiritual energy, he was losing his life energy, and there wasn't a damn thing Dave could do about it. 


"Help! Help mel", Jeremiah choked, "I don't want to die! | don't. | don't." 


"JEREMIAH BARRETT!", the voice of Satan bellowed, "YOU HAVE TAKEN YOUR OWN LIFE! AS SUCH YOU HAVE 
ENDED YOUR RELATIONSHIP WITH THE HOLY FATHER! PREPARE TO SPEND AN ETERNITY IN HELL!" 


Dave was crying as he held the dying man in his arms. 
"NO! | am not going to send a living man to hell! | can't do it!" 


But he felt his own feet dragging towards the black hole in the ground, and he knew he wasn't going to have 


much of a choice. 
"DO IT! OR | WILL KILL YOU AND YOUR WHOLE FAMILY!", the devil boomed. 


Jeremiah stared at Dave then, and his final thought was understanding that the man carrying him to his death 
had a far bigger burden to carry than he did. He looked into Dave's eyes and saw a broken man, forced into a 
game he didn't want to play. At that point, to ease his idol's burden, he began to relax. He began to accept his 


fate as a dead man. |f not for his own sake, then for his new friend's. 
‘Its okay, Dave. Save your family. Save them. | know | wish | could have", he wheezed. 


They were his last spoken words. Dave was about to protest a final time when he felt the soldier die in his 
arms, the air leaving him forever, and the temperature of life completely escaping him. He nearly dropped 
Jeremiah from the shock and the fear. But, he noticed, the man was becoming much lighter in his arms 


already. Shaking with fear, he carried the man over to the black hole. 


‘lam so sorry, Jeremiah. You were braver than any soldier, or any person that | have ever met. | am so, so 


sorry. 


He dropped the man into the firey depths of hell. Then he collapsed. His body couldn't bear any more missions. 
It couldn't bear the pressure of doing Satan's dirty work to save his family. With the way things have been 
going, Dave's family might already be dead anyhow. The whole mission could have been the result of Satan 
making Dave believe there was something to fight for, when in reality, there might not be. His heart hurt as 


he thought of those poor souls he sent to hell, and as he feared for the safety of his family, who had become 
pawns in one of the devil's sick, twisted games. He lay on the ground, shaking and crying, knowing he couldn't 


carry on, no matter what was at stake. 


"STOP THE PITY PARTY, MUSTAINE! YOU ARE ACTING LIKE A BABY! BABIES CAN'T SAVE THEIR WHOLE 
FAMILIES! TWO SOULS LEFT! TWO! | AM WAITING!" 


Dave picked himself up off of the ground. He robotically began moving towards his next mission. He didn't want 
to send anyone else to hell, but he had lost hope that he would ever be allowed to do anything else. Where was 
God to help him during his mission? Why hadn't he been saved yet? He found himself not caring anymore. 
Satan had taken the one thing that kept Dave going, and that was his sense of caring. His heart turned cold as 
he moved forward. He wasn't going to be able to carry on without breaking his heart further. So he made 
sure he didn't have one to break anymore. Satan was winning, and he couldn't even care enough to be angry 


about it anymore. He carried on like a statue to his next mission 


All too fitting, Dave's next assignment would be carried out at a mental health care facility. 


Claire 
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Dave felt exhausted as he walked the halls of an old insane asylum. This was an old style asylum, filled to the 
brim with outdated torture devices used to help the mentally insane. There were handcuffs and shackles 
attached to a wall, rows of flat uncomfortable beds held leather restraints, and a thick door labelled 
"Restricted: Dangerous Patients and Qualified Staff Only" blocked Dave from his destination of meeting soul 


number five. At least it did for a moment. 
"Oh yeah. I'm fucking dead. | can walk straight through", Dave said to himself bitterly. 


His transparent body floated through the thick steel door with no effort. Dave was almost bored. That is, until 
he saw the most horrific thing in his whole life. The restricted room was clearly labelled as such to keep other 
patients from seeing what was done to their friends. He had never seen such levels of torture, not even in 
movies. Blood spatter graced each wall. Tables with hand, foot, and neck restraints were set aside in one corner 
of the room. Clumps of hair, some with blood on it, were strewn across the floor. There was a small clinical 
table with needles of several sizes, a taser, several vials of poisonous looking fluid, and a device used to keep 
patients from biting their tongues during electroshock therapy. Old Dave would have been truly upset by the 
sight of this torture chamber. But now he had sent four innocents to hell, and he wasn't sure if his family 


was alive. He had no heart left to care about the mentally insane victims of this dungeon. 


The devil had told him to look for a young female who had killed herself with a scalpel. Dave stepped over 
broken vials, and torn off clumps of hair, wondering where this girl was. Then, before he knew it, he was 
standing in a deep pool of blood. He looked down, disgusted, and saw a woman about his age lying there, eyes 
closed. She had not quite separated from her body yet, meaning her death must have just occurred. One of 
her hands had tightened in rigor around a scalpel that was still embedded in a gaping wound in her opposite 


arm, that was still leaking blood at a steady, lethal rate. 
"Jesus Christ. What the hell happened to her?", he questioned. 
"Spiders.", a feminine voice said behind him. 


Dave whirled around, and saw the young girl's soul staring at him. He was startled, but at this point he was 
tired of playing with souls. He wished the girl would just get to the point. 


"What?", he snapped. 


| have..had..schizophrenia while | was still alive. | believed | had spiders crawling inside my arms. So | decided to 


cut them out using a scalpel | stole from one of the nurses." 
"Well, that's just plain stupid", Dave said, instantly regretting it. 
"Yeah? Is it more stupid than being fired by alcoholics for being an alcoholic?", she asked in a bitter voice. 


OUCH! That one hurt a lot. Even the new, meaner Dave was hurt deeply by it. But he respected the girl for 


the insult, she was COLD! It almost made Dave smile. Almost. 
"Fair enough.", he grumbled. "How did you manage to steal a scalpel?" 


"It wasn't a risky heist or anything", the young woman shrugged, "A nurse set it down because she forgot my 
chart. | was nearly dead from blood loss by the time she came back. Simple as that." 


"Nearly dead? And they didn't try to save you?", he asked. 
The young woman looked down, unable to look at Dave. 


| wasn't meant to be saved, Dave. Patients are brought to St. Mary's mental hospital when they need to be 
disposed of." 


"Disposed of?", Dave asked, still not getting it. 


‘Sometimes society becomes tired of dealing with a person's mental issues. So they make up some kind of 
bullshit, like we are a danger to ourselves or to others. Or in my case, a doctor will simply admit that there 
isn't any help out there for you. So you end up here, and here is where you will die, in one form or another. 
You wait in an isolated cell, until even the most sane person would scream out from the isolation. Then, once 
they have broken you, you end up in this room here. The doctors shock you, cut into you, fill your veins with 
poison. A few people die from being poisoned. But most of us die from not being able to take it anymore, and 


committing suicide. Or as the papers will state in my obituary, "she thought she saw spiders in her veins’. 
Even new Dave was moved by such a horrific story. He dabbed at the corner of his eyes with his fingers. The 
woman waited, feeling glad to have finally told someone about the abuse, even if that person was techrically 
dead. 


"So you had meant to kill yourself when digging into your arms?", Dave asked in almost a whisper. 


"Yes. The torture was getting to be too much. | dug at my arm like an animal trying to free itself from a trap. 
Then | used the scalpel to puncture my artery and keep it open. The plan worked. | am now free." 


The young woman smiled then, and Dave noticed that her teeth were stained with blood. Then he noticed how 
her wound had little puncture marks around it, marks that could only be teethmarks. H looked over at the 
young woman again, and noticed that she had blood on her tongue and gums. There was even some in her hair. 
Dave came to the frightening conclusion that the woman had tore into her arm with her own teeth. What the 
hell did someone have to go through to decide that the only way left to deal with life is to tear open their 
arm and watch themselves bleed to death? He decided he didn't want to know. As it was, thinking about it made 
him shudder with fear. 


"Jesus. | am so sorry you had to go through all of that", he said. 

The young woman smiled sadly at Dave. 

"Don't be. I've lived my entire life as a restless soul. | was never quite made to walk the Earth anyway. | 
suppose it's good that | am dead so my spirit can finally be free. Even if being dead this way means | am going 
to be spending eternity in hell." 


"Do you mind if | ask you what your name is?" Dave asked. 


Claire. My name is Claire.", the young woman asked, "But enough about me. Tell me about how you got to this 
excellent job of taking the dead down to the underworld." 


Dave thought about his family, and his heart ached under the layer of icy protection he had made for it. 

"My mind spun out of control one night. | took a few too many pills, and | am currently in a coma. Satan told 
me that if | harvested six souls, he would let me live. Recently though he's threatened my family. He's told me 
he will kill not only me, but my family too if | do not complete my mission" 

At the mention of the word "family", Claire tensed up. Dave thought she was remembering her own family. But 
then Claire grabbed onto his arm. She got a frightened look in her eyes, and tears began falling from her eyes. 
Dave couldn't stand seeing her so upset. Though he promised himself that he would be cold from now on to 
save his shattered heart, he found himself rubbing the girl's shoulder to comfort her. 

"Hey", he said in a kind tone, "What's wrong? What is it?" 

Claire looked at him, shaking and crying. 

"You must save him", she said in a tone that frightened him. 

"Save who?" he asked, completely clueless. 


Claire didn't answer, she just looked at Dave straight in the eyes. 


"You must save him", she repeated. "He is your only family. You must save him. YOU MUST SAVE HIM! He's 


going to die. He's going to die." 


She was nearly inconsolable. Dave was stunned. He had no idea how to help her. He had no idea who the hell she 


was talking about. Though he had a good feeling it had to do with Satan and another one of his tricks. 
"lts alright Claire. | will do what | have to do. Don't worry: 

"He NEEDS you. He NEEDS you to save him. Please.” 

"| will. | promise. Please calm down. | will save him" 


Claire nodded. With one last, frightening, "Satan's going to KILL him", muttered under her breath, she finally 
stopped shaking. Dave gave her a chance to calm down, rubbing her shoulder. Then it was time to continue on 


with his business. 


Claire, before you make your journey down to hell, Satan has offered you one last wish. Its kind of a parting 
gift from him. You can wish for anything. There are no limits. What do you wish for as your last wish on 


Earth?" 
Claire thought about it for a long moment. 


"When | was fifteen years old, | got drunk at a party. One thing led to another, and | woke up at a friend's 
house. | didn't even realize | had been raped until | went to the doctor a month later, and she suggested to me 
that | was pregnant. My parents were understanding and helped me with the pregnancy, but they forced me to 
give the baby up for adoption when it was born. Out in the world, | have a little girl named Hope. | named her 
that because even though she was born from violence, she gave me hope that there are good things in the 
world. She was so beautiful, so happy. | never got to see her again after that day. Shortly after that | had a 


mental breakdown, and fifteen years later, here | am! Once Hope was gore, | lost all hope for my life." 

"Oh my God. | am so, so sorry.", Dave said, the rest of his new icy exterior melting right then and there. 
"Thank you. | was wondering though. Can | meet her? Can | meet my daughter before | go?" 

"Absolutely", Dave said. 

Right in front of them, a schoolyard materialized. A line of small children were playing Red Rover and holding 
hands. Just outside the circle, a teenage girl was standing with a whistle. She was giving orders to the children 
about how to play the game. While Dave and Claire watched the children, they noticed something interesting. 
The children holding hands in line were all physically and mentally disabled Most of them could barely say "Red 
Rover", while others had difficulties running or holding each other's hands. This was clearly a special education 


class getting some extra free time outside. 


"What do these kids have to do with my Hope?", Claire asked. 


"lm not sure, but | think it has something to do with the teenage girl standing behind them", Dave said with a 


smile. 
As if on cue, the girl walked closer to them just then 


"That's it, kiddos! You are doing great! Keep holding hands, there will be no snack time if we don't try to hold 
hands!", the teenager said. 


The girl looked off in the distance just then, which happened to be right towards Claire and Dave. Claire gasped, 
and even Dave was stunned. The young girl looked EXACTLY like Claire. She couldn't look any more like her 
mother if Claire had tried. Hope had turned out to be a beautiful young woman From the looks of things, she 
had also grown to be a kind and compassionate young woman as well. Claire was beaming with pride. Then she 


noticed something her daughter was wearing around her neck. 

"Hope is wearing the butterfly necklace | gave to her adoptive parents when she was born", Claire gasped, "| 
honestly thought that her adoptive parents were going to throw it away before she ever got to wear it. Oh 
my God" 

She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. 

"Hope thinks about me. She's beautiful, and she's kind, and she thinks about me. | think about her all the time. 
All | wanted to know was whether she thought about me. That's all I've ever wanted, was for my daughter to 
think about me, the way that | have thought about her." 

She smiled proudly as her daughter helped two of the children hold hanas. 

"If | didn't have such a messed up life, | was going to be a teacher. But l'm glad | had that messed up life. Now 
| have a beautiful daughter who will live the life | never got to. She can be the teacher, the wife, the mom. | 
gave her a better life and that's all | wanted to know. | wanted her to have a better life than me because | 
know she deserves it" 

She looked at her daughter and cried happy tears. 

"I love you, Hope. | love you so much", she said. 

Dave couldn't believe his eyes when the girl actually looked back at them. 


‘| love you too, Mom", Hope said. 


Claire nearly collapsed from happiness. She was almost hysterical from being so happy. She took a moment, one 


last moment to look at her daughter. Then she looked up at Dave, feeling satisfied 


‘Okay. | got my wish. | can move on now.', she said. 
Just then, a black hole appeared a few feet from where Dave and Claire stood. Claire looked at her wrist and 
the wound had torn wide open and was spilling blood freely that never hit the ground. The blood slowly turned 


black, and Claire knew her time was about to be up. 


"CLAIRE SAMUELSON. YOU HAVE TAKEN YOUR OWN LIFE. IN DOING SO, YOU HAVE ENDED YOUR RELATIONSHIP 
WITH THE HOLY FATHER. PREPARE TO SPEND THE REST OF ETERNITY IN HELL" 


Before Claire went into the hole that would take her to hell, she grabbed Dave's wrist. 

"Remember Dave. You promised. Don't let Satan kill him. You must save him. Please. Save him", she said firmly. 
"| will. | promise", he said, still unsure who she was talking about. 

"He can't die. He just can't", she insisted. 

"| will save him. | promise. Whatever it takes.", Dave said. 

Claire nodded and gave Dave a look that frightened him. 

"Thank you Dave. For everything. Goodbye", she said. 

"You're welcome. Goodbye Claire.", Dave replied. 

Claire looked up at her daughter one last time. Then she bravely jumped into the black hole without screaming. 
Dave allowed himself to cry a little for her. Claire did not deserve what came to her, he thought. He wished 
Claire had gone to the same school he did. Then they could have been friends! He certainly wouldn't have let 
another boy rape sweet young Claire. They most certainly wouldn't ever even THINK about taking advantages 


with Claire. He would have made sure of it. 


Dave stood still in the grass, waiting for his next mission. 


"| AM NOT SURE YOU ARE READY FOR THIS NET MISSION DAVE. BUT YOU KNOW WHAT? | DON'T CARE! BRING 
ME A MALE. TWENTY EIGHT YEARS OLD". THE DEVIL SAID 


All of a sudden, Dave found himself in another hospital. Only this time it didn't take him long to figure out that 
the patient was himself. Dave lay in the bed, not moving, eyes closed. Sitting in a chair next to the bed was 
Dave's good friend David Ellefson, also known to Dave as Junior. Junior sat in the chair, sleeping hard. Dave 
could tell he had been there a long time, and felt grateful to have such a good friend. He and Junior had been 
best friends or about a decade now. You could pretty much say they were family by now. 


"| don't get it. Am | the sixth soul | need to harvest?", Dave asked cluelessly. 


"NOT QUITE”, the devil said, a taunting tone in his voice. 
Then, all at once, it hit Dave. 
"He is your only family. You must save him", Claire had said. 


Dave couldn't believe it. He refused to believe it. He couldn't possibly believe that the devil could be that cold. 
But of course he could. 


"Junior!" Dave gasped with tears in his eyes. 

At the mention of his name, David's eyes snapped open. There was a terrified look in his eyes. Dave could only 
stand back in shock as his best friend clutched at his throat, suffocating to death. How badly he wished the 
tables were turned so he could be the one dying and not Junior. 

"You want to live?", the devil taunted him. 

"Yes. Yes | do.", Dave said, even though at this point he wasn't sure. 


"Then KILL him.", the devil replied 


Junior clawed at his throat, and at the sound of the words "KILL him", he lurched off his chair and made loud 
gasping noises. Oh my God, Dave thought. Satan is going to make me kill my best friend. 


He looked at his struggling best friend, and knew what he needed to do. 


Junior 
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David Ellefson sat in a hospital chair, slowly suffocating to death. He had no idea why he was dying. But he had 
an idea that it had something to do with his best friend Dave Mustaine, with the way he heard an all-too- 
familiar voice scream "JUNIOR!" He was used to this scream, but usually with an angry or sarcastic tone 
woven into it. This new scream was filled with terror and sadness, and it scared David half to death. He 
snapped his eyes open and his fears were confirmed. As he grabbed at his tightening throat, he saw his best 
friend crying, almost on his knees with anguish. Though it could have been the oxygen deprivation to his brain, 
David wondered to himself why the friend he had just seen in a coma was standing before him with no IV 


marks on him. 


Dude, weren't you half dead a while back?, he wondered. Ugh, | got to lay off the weed. And all the other mind 


altering substances. Maybe it was ME who was dead all along? 
"NO! | WON'T DO IT! HE'S MY BEST FRIEND! | WON'T KILL HIMI!", Dave continued screaming. 


Dave, chill the FUCK OUT! You are being weird again, and more weird than usual. If | wasn't choking to death 
right now, you would SO be getting your ass whipped, Minnesota style. 
"DAVE! What are you doing man? What are you talking about? You are acting crazy!", David shouted. 


From the moment his bass player began talking out loud, Dave got a sick feeling in the depths of his hollow 
soul. God no, not yet, not yet. | haven't even thought of a way to save him yet man! Just please, let me think 
of a way to save him. Don't do this yet. His thoughts raced as he wondered how this could have possibly 
happened, how he messed up his life so much that he ended the life of his best friend. 

"You.. you can hear me?", Dave said, hoping this was just another one of Satan's tricks. 

"Of COURSE | can hear you, you idiot" he said, crossing his arms in annoyance. 

Wait a minute, David thought. How the hell did | cross my arms just now? | am supposed to be in a chair, 
choking to death for no reason. But now | am standing, in front of coma Dave, who is also standing, and | am 


crossing my arms. Also, | can't feel myself choke anymore. What the FUCK is happening to me? 


"Am | dead? Are you dead? What's happening to us?" he said in a terrified voice that crushed Dave's heart. 


Dave looked at his best friend, laying on the chair, still choking and gasping. Then he looked at his best friend, 
crying hysterically in front of him. He somehow knew there was still time to save Junior. He just had to get 
him focused first. 


"JUNIOR! SNAP OUT OF IT", he shouted "NEITHER of us are dead, not yet anyway. Why would we be in this 


hospital room still if we were dead?" 


David considered the thought. He looked around. He was still in a hospital room, that was for sure. Just behind 
spirit Dave was coma Dave, and his monitors still beeped and squealed with signs of life. He then dared himself 
to look behind him. There he was, his physical body still choking and clinging onto his throat, trying to open it 


up from the outside. As much as these two images soothed him, they also confused and terrified him more. 


"If we aren't dead, then what the hell is this? What version of living is this? Why are we stuck here, this 
way?", David asked. 


Dave sighed. That was the problem with the kid- no imagination. If it were Dave, he would have had an album 
written about this situation- no boring existential questions asked. But what he lacked in imagination, David 
made up for in common sense and logic. When Dave drifted into some imaginary world, and believed he was too 
far gone, Junior brought him back down to earth. It was what had cemented their friendship all these years. 
Dave was the natural leader, and Junior was the voice inside Dave's head telling him to chill the fuck out and 
for Christ's sakes, put down that recording equipment, it's fucking expensive. It was that balance that made 


them best friends, best friends that could get through anything together, even pretty much dying. 


| can't give you all of the details. But | have been given a deal by the devil that | can wake up from my coma 
if | harvest six souls and bring them to hell. Of course everything didn't go as planned, and now my family is 
also at risk. To make matters worse, | think soul number six is you", Dave said in his absolute best nutshell 


attempt. 


"Soul number six is me? So you have to bring me to hell in order to save your family.", David said in a low, 


frightened voice. 
"Looks like it, kid", Dave replied 


"But | am not done living yet. | am twenty-eight! | know you aren't done living yet either, but for Christ's 


sakes! Aren't there any rapists or murderers out there to be sent to hell in my place?", David said, trembling. 


"Trust me, Junior", Dave said, "I will spare you all the details, but the first five souls | had to harvest 
certainly weren't anything close to rapists and murderers. They were far better candidates for heaven, 
actually. But the devil doesn't play fair, and those souls had killed themselves. | have no idea why Satan chose 
you, a person who is still living, as my sixth soul. My only guess is that he is using you to torture me, and 


trust me, it's working.” 


"Surely there has to be another way", David said, frantic, "We can find a way to seal your pact with the devil 


and keep me alive. | just know it" 
Dave sighed, exhausted. 


"And how do you supposed we do that, Junior? Are we just going to find a rapist or a murderer in this 
hospital to send to hell? Do you really think it's going to be that easy? Do you really think that Satan is going 


to accept a substitute, when what he really wants is for me to kill my best friend?" 


At the mention of the phrase "kill my best friend’, a loud chuckle from the depths of hell interrupted the two 


friends. 


"DID | MAKE IT THAT OBVIOUS DAVE? | WAS TRYING TO BE MORE SUBTLE ABOUT IT. BUT | GOT EXCITED AT 
THE PROSPECT OF ENDING SUCH A YOUNG AND INNOCENT LIFE.FUCK IT, TIME FOR YOUR LAST CHALLENGE" 


All at once, a large hunting knife materialized into Dave's hands. 

"IM TIRED OF WAITING FOR YOU AND YOUR GODDAMN MORAL COMPASS. S0 | AM GOING TO MAKE YOU A 
DEAL. KILL YOUR FRIEND, AND I WILL SAVE YOU, YOUR FAMILY, AND THE FIVE SOULS YOU HAVE ALREADY 
HARVESTED. DOES THAT SOUND FAIR?" 


The devil was being more than generous, but Dave still refused to comply. 


"No! He's my best friend! He's my only true friend, and he hasn't done a fucking wrong thing in his life! | am 
NOT going to kill him!" 


The devil let out an evil growl, and increased his grip on living Junior's throat. This cause the bassist to appear 
more clearly in the spiritual world, and he felt scared and exhausted. He clutched his throat, feeling the end 
coming near. 

"Jesus, it's happening anyway. l'm dying, | can feel it", David said. 

"GOD NO! JUNIOR! Don't die on me! Come on, don't diel", Dave cried. 

The devil laughed as he felt the weak being sink in his grasp. 

"IT'S GOING TO HAPPEN ANYWAY MUSTAINE! IF | DO IT, THERE WON'T BE ANY SOULS SAVED! COME ON, FOR 
SURE THIS LITTLE PRICK HAS LESS VALUE TO YOU THAN YOUR MOMI | KNOW FOR A FACT HE DESERVES TO 
LIVE LESS THAN THAT POOR WOMAN WHO HAD THE DEAD BABY CUT OUT OF HER!" 


Dave shook with anger, feeling completely hopeless. 


"KILL THAT LITTLE BRAT FRIEND OF YOURS. CARVE HIM OPEN FROM CHIN TO PRICK. IF | DO NOT SEE THAT 


LITTLE FUCKER BLEEDING BUCKETS IN THE NEXT FEW MINUTES, YOU WILL BOTH DIE IN MORE EXCRUCIATING 
WAYS THAN YOU COULD EVER IMAGINE. DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME?", Satan bellowed. 


"Yes, | understand", Dave replied in a low voice. 


"WELL GET ON WITH IT THEN. | AM WAITING!", Satan demanded. 
Dave stood holding the knife, testing his grip on it. A few feet away, Junior was shaking, taking small steps 
back. He knew when it came down to it, Dave had to think about his own family. He knew, and accepted, that he 


was going to die. But of course he was scared anyway. 


"Dave, you have to make the right decision here. | am dying anyway. | probably won't even feel it by now. Just 
get it over with", David said. 


Junior looked over at his body, and the helpless thrashes and kicks coming from it were becoming more 


sporadic and less strong. 
"NO! Junior, you are my best friend. | cannot kill you.", Dave insisted. 
"But your family will diel | know how important your family is to youl", Junior said. 


Like you don't have family you care about just as much. Why do you think we're best friends Junior? We are 


opposites in almost every other wayl", Dave snapped. 


"We're also the same in the fact that we both have a good head on our shoulders. You've turned a band into a 
brand name because in the end you always know what the right thing for that band is. I've stuck around with 
you because no matter how ridiculous your ideas are sometimes, in the end you always know what is right. 
You HAVE to know what the right thing to do is now. No matter what your heart says, your brain knows that 


you have no choice but to kill me.", David replied. 
"Please don't make me do this, Junior. | can't", Dave insisted. 
"FOR FUCK'S SAKES, SCREW HIM OR KILL HIM. YOUR MOVIE IS GETTING BORING", Satan interrupted. 


‘lam almost dead already, Dave. Just kill me so you can be free from this nightmare and save your family.’, 


Junior said. 


"THE LITTLE PRICK IS RIGHT. END HIS LIFE AND YOU WILL BE FREE FROM THIS NIGHTMARE, OR AT LEAST | WILL 
BE FREE FROM THIS NIGHTMARE", Satan boomed. 


"FUCK YOU SATANI", Junior screamed. "You ever think that maybe its YOU that's the prick? Threatening the 


lives of the innocent for your personal enjoyment?" 


Shit Junior, you are a hell of a lot more badass when you are almost dead, Dave thought. 


"YOU HURT MY FEELINGS!", Satan replied. 
"| AM SORRY, | DIDN'T KNOW YOU HAD ANY", Junior screamed. 


Okay, my first trip if | make it out of this alive is definitely to rehab, Dave thought. This is too fucked up, 


even for my standards. Rehab or bust, let's go. 


"Uh, Junior. | am still kind of holding a weapon that could end your life here. Maybe let's concentrate on that?", 
| hinted. 


"Right. Well, let's do it then. | am ready. Save your family, Dave.", Junior said, taking a brave step towards his 
potential killer. 


The mood turned serious once more as Dave tightened his grip on the hunting knife. He walked over to Junior's 
body. His best friend was all but dead, slumped over in his chair, unconscious from lack of oxygen. To kill Junior 
now would be too easy, like shooting fish in a barrel. He repositioned the knife so that he was holding it in both 
hands. He raised the knife over his head, still wishing there was something, ANYTHING that could stop him 
from killing his best friend. He looked over at Spirit Junior, who was crying. Quiet tears leaked from his eyes 
and dripped down his cheeks, before falling and disappearing. Dave sucked in an anguished breath and closed his 
eyes. Before going in for the kill, he turned to look at David one last time. 


"You've always been so kind, David When | was at my worst, you stood by me. You keep telling me to save my 
family. But Junior, its YOU who has always been my family. YOU have treated me the way | wish all family 
would treat me. How can | honestly say I'm saving my family now, if it means you will be dead. Killing you won't 


be saving my family, it will be ending it. Understand?" 
Spirit Junior nodded, wiping tears from his cheeks. 


"Today | had to send five people who didn't deserve it to hell. | think you would have liked them David. There 
was Christine, whose abusive husband ended the life of her unborn baby. Then there was Brandon, a kid who 
was bullied enough that he ended his own life. Third was Julia, who took her life before cancer could Fourth 
was Jeremiah, a soldier who killed a friend by accident, then killed himself on purpose. Fifth was Claire, who lost 
her mind, but never lost hope she would see her daughter again. Now the sixth soul, | guess, is you. | am 


supposed to kill you, grant you a final wish, and send you to hell." 


"Why are you telling me all of this, Dave? Why are you telling me about the others? Why are you telling me 


about what you are going to do to me? It doesn't make any sensel", Junior said, exasperated. 


"I am telling you all of this, dear friend, because | needed a witness.", Dave said calmly, "| needed someone to 


hear my final confession" 


His mind was made up. He knew there was only one way to save his best friend. Before Junior could figure out 


what Dave meant, the singer made one last final statement. He whispered the lyrics he had heard from 
several individuals just that day: 


"A tout la monde/ 
A tout mes amis/ 
Je vous aimes/ 


Je dois partir" 


He took a deep breath and walked over towards his coma body. He looked at himself for a moment, hooked up 
to IVs, a heart monitor attached to his pointer finger. He thought about all the shit in his life that brought 
him here to this moment- his drug use, his temper, his fucked up childhood. But in the end he concluded that 
the only thing he could blame for getting himself in such a mess was himself. He got himself in a bad deal with 
the devil. For that, he deserved to die. 


Dave turned one last time to the soul of his best friend. 


"This is the only time you will ever hear me say this, Junior, so listen up. Before | go, | need you to understand 


that you are more than my best friend to me. You are my brother, Junior. You are my brother. andl love 


you." 


‘| love you too, Dave. You will always be my brother no matter what happens between us.’, Junior replied 


without hesitation. 


"Oh David, | am so glad to hear you say that. Hold on to that thought. Hold onto it for a good long time.., he 
trailed off. 


Before Junior could say anything else, Dave had lifted the knife in one of his hands and plunged it into his coma 
body's neck. 


"DAVE! NO!", Junior screamed. 


But it was too late. Dave sank the knife deep, and carved himself open from his throat down to his junk. 
Buckets of blood began pouring out of the massive wound onto the floor. His body lurched forward in pain, but 
died soon afterwards from trauma to his throat and chest. He felt his soul began to fade away and wondered 
what was to become of it. His abdominal organs began sliding out of place and flopped over the edge of the 
wound, tethered by the deeper portions of the digestive tract. It would be mere seconds before Dave died 
completely. Although he was alive long enough to hear two voices. 


"OH MY GOD! DAVE! DAVE! SOMEBODY HELP! DAVE!", Junior screamed. 
"YOU ARE GOING TO PAY FOR BEING A CHEATER MUSTAINE, MARK MY WORDS", the devil growled. 


Both of these voices made Dave upset. But he didn't regret for a second what he did. David was his brother 


and there was no way he was going to let his brother die. He meant that just as much now that he was about 
to spend an eternity in hell. True hell would be living with the guilt of killing his best friend anyway. It was an 


excruciating decision, but Dave knew in his heart he made the right one. 


TO BE CONCLUDED 


Dave 
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Dave Mustaine stood next to a black hole, a similar black hole to the ones he damned five souls into not too 
long ago. He knew this hole was the pathway to hell, and after what he had just done, he felt like he deserved 
it. He was not ready to die, but when it came down to it he would choose saving his best friend's life over his 
own a million times over. He spent a moment staring at his mutilated body, still pouring out his blood in gushes 
like a boiled over pot. The gushes meant that he was somehow still alive, that his heart was trying frantically 
to pump blood into the body but only pumped blood out of it. As soon as he jumped into that black hole, the 
pumping would stop and all hopes of his life would be over. He wondered why no one had come in to save him. 
He looked over to his best friend David, who he hoped had returned to life and could contact help. But the devil 
had tricked him once more, and David continued to lay unconscious on the chair. Junior's soul was curled up in 
a ball, laying in a deep pool of Dave's blood. He was shaking and mumbling "Oh my God, Oh my God" over and 


over again. Dave's last hope was a completely catatonic spirit. He was doomed. 


Before taking his life ending jump into hell, Dave looked one last time at the sights before him. He walked over 
and crouched next to his best friend. He rubbed David's shoulder to try to get him to pay attention It was 
time to say goodbye. But David had dissociated completely, and there was no bringing him into focus, not for 


the world. Dave rubbed his friend's shoulder anyway, and tried to encourage him with his words. 


"Hey, this isn't your fault, okay? If you get to live, don't you dare go through life thinking this was your fault. 


I'd trade your life for mine any day, and | know you would do the same. It is what brothers do for each other: 
He stopped rubbing his friends shoulder and placed his hand on his back. 


"I'm sorry you had to watch me die- twice. It was a shitty thing to put you through, and | am sorry. But now 
that | am gone | want you to know that I've always kind of had a hard time dealing with people. Everyone just 

seems to be living on a different planet from me, and at times it became too hard to deal with. That is, until | 
met you. Thanks for visiting me on my own planet buddy. At times, you were the only one who would. And for 
that, | love you. I'm only saying that to you because you are a fucking vegetable right now. But it's true. | love 


you. | have to go now. Goodbye Junior." 


With one last pat on Junior's shoulder, Dave stood up. He should have been saturated in his own blood, but like 
his friend, the blood seemed to repel off of him. Like water off a duck, Dave noted. He turned around and 
headed towards the black hole, which had grown larger and more foreboding in anticipation of its newest 


occupant. Dave felt massive energy trying to pull him into the hole, his body sliding forward as though he was 


a nail next to a magnet. Before the hole swallowed him completely, however, he happened to hear a few words 
that made his upcoming damnation worth it. 


"| love you too, Dave. Thanks for saving my life.", Junior mumbled, his body still frozen from shock. 

Dave turned and gave a final smirk. 

"You're welcome, Junior. Goodbye." 

"Bye, Dave", Junior replied. 

Dave took a deep breath and closed his eyes. He was going to make a cross gesture over his chest, but he 
knew that even God couldn't save him now. So instead he allowed the black hole to suck him in completely, 
without resistance. As he was pulled the long way down into hell, Dave felt his life flash before his eyes. 
Memories he cherished, as well as memories he hated all appeared at once inside his closed eyes. They 
included: 

Playing outside as a young kid, not remembering what town he was in 


Being snuggled by his mother when he was very sick 


His first kiss, and the first time he had sex (as well as the first time he actually ENJOYED both of those 
things) 


The first time he felt truly free while playing the guitar 
Watching James and Lars smile on stage, then frown over his bed the day he got fired from Metallica 


Starting Megadeth, and meeting his best friend David 

Performing to loads of fans with a band he started 

The first time he realized success and depression go hand in hand 

Fighting with his best friends over absolutely nothing 

Meeting Satan and being given the quest of his worst nightmare 

Speaking of Satan, while Dave was reliving his memories, the devil sat at his throne. He tapped his fingers 
impatiently on the armrest. He had never seen a soul fail a challenge quite so severely, and by being 


compassionate, no less! The whole thing made Satan very angry, and in need of lashing out. 


There was a distant scream and instantly Satan felt a lot better. That is, until he realized that the scream 
came from the current cause of his rage. Dave fell out of the black hole, and landed with a painful thud on 


the floor of Satan's dungeon. Thankful that he no longer had bones to break, he got up slowly with a groan as 
his spiritual entity molded back into place. He was instantly taken aback with the terrifying image of Satan, the 
voice taunting him for hours, finally standing over him. He trembled at the beast with the rotting skin and 
glowing eyes. This was to be his judgment day, and the monster standing before him looked anything but 


compassionate. 


"MUSTAINE! YOU MISERABLE CHEATING LITTLE SHIT! | TOLD YOU SIX SOULS! SIX SOULS THAT INCLUDED THAT 
LITTLE BRAT YOU CALL A BEST FRIEND IN THAT HOSPITAL ROOM! YOU HAVE BETRAYED ME! YOU HAVE 
FAILED! PREPARE FOR THE WORST PUNISHMENT OF YOUR ENTIRE LIFE." 


Dave wished he could fade away. He wished he could start all over. He wished he had never made the stupid 
deal with the devil. He wished he hadn't partied so hard. He wished he lived a life that didn't involve the risk of 
going into drug comas and needing a deal with the devil to return to life. He wished, and he hoped, and he 
prayed. But all of this was to no use. He had chances, dozens of chances to avoid this moment, and he blew 


them all. There was no turning back now, and no do-overs. He had to face up to everything wrong that he did, 


and he had to pay for it with his life. 


"MUSTAINE, PAY THE FUCK ATTENTION. WHAT | AM ABOUT TO SAY WILL CHANGE THE COURSE OF YOUR 
ETERNAL AFTERLIFE. QUIT MENTALLY JERKING OFF AND LOOK AT ME" 


Dave tried his best to look at the monster, in case his punishment could be worse for not doing so. 


"MUSTAINE, | AM ABOUT TO GIVE YOU THE WORST PUNISHMENT | COULD POSSIBLY GIVE TO ANYONE. DO YOU 
KNOW WHAT THAT IS?" 


Dave shook his head, and knew if his heart was still beating, it would be pounding out of his chest at that 
moment. 


"| AM GOING TO BE GIVING YOU THE PUNISHMENT OF... LIFE!" 
Dave blinked in surprise, trying not to smile in front of the devil. 


"DON'T ACT SO EXCITED NOW. LIFE IS CRUEL. LIFE IS EVIL. PEOPLE DO TERRIBLE THINGS TO EACH OTHER. LIFE IS 
CERTAINLY NOT THE WAY | WOULD CHOOSE TO LIVE AN ETERNITY, THAT'S FOR SURE", Satan said. 


"But, why are you giving me that chance to live again?", Dave had to know. 


"WATCHING YOU TAKE YOUR OWN LIFE TO SAVE THE LIFE OF THAT ANNOYING LITTLE BRAT YOU CALL A BEST 
FRIEND WARMED MY COLD, ROTTING HEART. YOU CHEATED THE PACT, AND BETRAYED ALL THE PROMISES 
YOU MADE TO KEEP YOUR LIFE. BUT WHAT YOU DID WAS SELFLESS, AND SO | HAVE TO GRANT YOU ANOTHER 
CHANCE AT LIFE", Satan explained. 


Dave was thrilled, and felt victorious. He already had many ideas on how to turn his life around with this 
second chance at life. But while he felt excited about his newly granted future, he had this nagging feeling in 


his gut. Satan had trapped so many other souls while testing Dave, and he was deeply worried about them. 
What was to become of his family, to David, to the five innocent souls he was forced to drag to hell. He knew 
it would be insane to ask Satan for favors at this point, but he had to know what was going to happen to all of 


these souls in limbo before he could feel good about living again. 


"| appreciate this, very much. But what is to become of my family? What is going to happen to Junior, and the 
other five souls you had me harvest? | cannot go back to living if | know they are in danger.", Dave asked in a 


shaky voice. 
Satan laughed with a deep booming sound that shook floors of hell. 


"YOUR SELFLESSNESS HAS MADE YOU FOOLISH MUSTAINE! DO YOU REALLY THINK YOU CAN ASK ME FOR 
FAVORS RIGHT NOW?" 


There was another booming sound coming from Satan, and it continued on for a few minutes and then it died 
down. 


"THE LITTLE BRAT, AND YOUR FAMILY, ARE ALL GOING TO LIVE. THE FIVE SOULS ARE ABOUT TO BE RELEASED 
INTO HEAVEN. | CANNOT WATCH, THE EVIL IN MY SOUL CANNOT TAKE FIVE OF MY SOULS GOING TO THE GOOD 
SIDE. IT BURNS MY EYES! | CAN'T WATCH!" 


All of a sudden, a bright ray of light entered the room, in the space between Dave and Satan. Materializing 
inside that ray of light were none other than the five souls Dave was required to harvest to save his life. All 
five of them looked excited about what was going to happen next. The black holes that sucked in souls to take 
them to hell were about to do the exact opposite. One by one, the souls were suctioned into the bright light 
leading to Heaven There was Christine, who was holding the baby that was taken from her. Then there was 
Brandon, who was smiling for once. Next was Julia, who was holding a photograph of her brand new 
granddaughter. After that was Jeremiah, who was wrapped in a giant American flag. Last but not least came 
Claire, who was free from all the scars given to her and the ones she gave herself. One by one, they all made 


the trip up to heaven. Then the beam of light slowly disappeared, and Dave was once again left in the darkness. 
"THAT WAS SO TOUCHING | ALMOST SHED A TEAR. THEN | REMEMBERED THOSE FUCKERS WERE SUPPOSED TO 


BE MINE, AND | BAWLED LIKE A PATHETIC LITTLE SHIT. WOULDN'T YOU KNOW IT, | ALMOST ACTED LIKE YOU", 
Satan taunted. 


Dave normally would have kicked someone's ass who insulted him like that. He felt his blood boiling at the 


thought. But, this was Satan, what the hell could he do? He let it go. 


"LET'S SETTLE THIS ONCE AND FOR ALL MUSTAINE. YOUR STORY BORED THE HELL OUT OF ME, PUN INTENDED. 
LETS MAKE THINGS A LITTLE MORE INTERESTING BEFORE YOU HAVE TO LEAVE, OK?" 


Dave got a sour feeling in the pit of his stomach, not liking where this was going at all. 


"WHEN | ASKED YOU TO PICK UP INNOCENT SOULS FOR ME, THERE WERE SOME NOT SO INNOCENT SOULS WHO 
MADE LIFE A LIVING HELL FOR THESE INNOCENTS. NAME THEM FOR ME, AND | WILL GIVE THEM A GOOD 
SCARE. THIS IS THE LAST CHANCE YOU WILL GET TO DO SOMETHING HELLISH, BEFORE YOU HAVE TO PAY FOR IT 
WITH AN ETERNITY TO HELL. SO THINK CAREFULLY." 


The request pleasantly surprised Dave. There were certainly people in mind that tortured the five souls he had 
taken to hell, who deserved a good scare. He tried to remember their names before answering, not wanting to 


ruin his chances to get back at the people who tormented the people he met not long ago. 


"Well, there were a few people | had in mind. There was Kevin, who beat up Christine and killed her baby. Then 
there was Micah, who tortured Brandon on a daily basis. Then there was a man who raped Claire at a party, 
as well as several doctors who tortured her into committing suicide. All of them deserve punishment", Dave 


declared. 


Satan laughed, clearly enjoying Dave's meaner side. 
"THAT'S QUITE THE LIST DAVE. WE BETTER GET TO IT THEN", he growled. 


A computer system with four screens materialized in front of them. They appeared to be surveillance 
cameras, once Dave got a better look at them. On the screens were the people most deserving of punishment 
from Satan himself: Kevin, Micah, Claire's rapist, and Claire's doctors. In front of each screen, there was a 
giant "PRESS ME" button. Dave could only guess what these buttons could do. He was both excited and scared 
by the thought. 


"THE FLOOR IS YOURS MUSTAINE. GET TO IT.", Satan shouted. 


Dave sat at the chair in front of the screens. He dared himself to press the button underneath Kevin Kevin 
was driving a car somewhere, and when Dave pressed the button, hundreds of baby doll parts as well as a 
bucket of fake blood fell on him. It was enough to destroy his car, but not enough to kill him. As an angry 


Kevin burst from his totaled car, Satan's voice bellowed from a microphone next to the screen. 
"YOU BETTER WATCH YOURSELF, BABY KILLER." 


Kevin looked quite shaken. Dave had to stop himself from laughing. As a final insult, a final baby doll that had 
had a motor inside crying "baby killer, baby killer" fell into Kevin's arms. Kevin screamed, and Dave let out a 


triumphant laugh. 
"ITS FUN BEING EVIL, ISN'T IT? ON TO OUR NEXT VICTIM", Satan commanded. 


Dave pressed the button underneath Micah the playground bully. Micah was eating lunch in the cafeteria. All 
of a sudden, his table started moving away from him. Micah kept trying to chase the table, but it was always 
just out of his reach. The table kept going, until it barricaded the bathroom door. It just so happened that 
Micah really, really had to go to the bathroom. 


"WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO ABOUT IT PISS PANTS?", Satan taunted. 


Micah screamed, and Dave almost felt bad for the poor kid. But the game wasn't over. Satan kept the 
bathroom door blocked until Micah pissed his pants. Other kids in the cafeteria laughed at him, and Micah cried 


miserably. 
“THAT'S WHAT YOU GET, YOU LITTLE BRAT", Satan growled. 


Dave almost couldn't continue with the game. He felt genuinely sorry for Micah, who was only a little kid like 
Brandon was. He hated picking on kids, it felt mean and he couldn't do it. 


"AW DON'T POUT NOW MUSTAINE. CLAIRE'S RAPIST IS NEXT. SURELY GETTING BACK AT HIM WILL MAKE YOU 
HAPPY AGAIN", Satan said. 


Satan was right. Dave was all too happy to press the button and punish Claire's rapist. The man was now twice 
as old as he was when he raped Claire. He clearly hadn't learned his lesson, having turned into a full blown 
pedophile over the years. He was just about ready to pull down some kid's pants. That made Dave absolutely 
furious. He let out an evil laugh as Satan gave the child victim superhuman strength, and the kid pinned down 


the career rapist against the ground no sweat. 


"PICKING ON LITTLE KIDS MUST MEAN YOU HAVE A TINY WEINER. | AM SURE YOU WON'T MIND IF | TAKE 
THAT OFF, WOULD YOU?", Satan bellowed through the kids' mouth. 


The rapist screamed, as the kid tore down his pants. The kid was holding a switchblade Satan gave to him, and 
was all too eager to use it. The kid poised the knife over the man's teeny weeny, ready to castrate him at the 
slightest provocation. Then, the kid all of a sudden stepped off, but not without a final lecture from Satan. 


"IF YOU EVEN THINK OF RAPING ANOTHER CHILD, | WILL CUT YOUR DICK AND BALLS OFF. THEN | WILL SHOVE 
THEM SO FAR UP YOUR ASS YOU WILL GET A BELLY ACHE. UNDERSTAND?", Satan shouted, still through the 
kid 


The rapist nodded fearfully. Satan was satisfied and so was Dave. He laughed out loud at Satan's threats to the 
rapist, wishing he could have said those exact words himself. He was so thrilled, that he was all too eager to 
press the final button, which led to the doctors who tortured Claire. They were holding needles and mallets 
against yet another patient/victim. Satan used the power of the electroshock therapy machine to create a 
rather large zapping noise throughout the room. The nurses stopped what they were doing, and looked around. 
Satan used the opportunity to slide gurneys underneath them, and they tripped and fell onto them. Satan 
tightened restraints against their arms, and sent needles flying against a wall just above their heads as they 


screamed. 


"PICK ON SOMEONE WITH YOUR OWN MENTAL CAPACITY, LIKE A ROCK OR SOMETHING", Satan yelled. 


The nurses screamed and tried frantically to untie their restraints. 
"HAVING FUN? | THINK | WILL JUST LEAVE YOU HERE" 


Satan left the nurses inside the restraints, not really caring what happened to them. Dave didn't care either, 
although he admitted that the punishment was a little extreme. He was just about to say so, when he noticed 


a pale, magnetic light just over his head. His nightmare in hell was going to be over. 


"THAT WAS A LOT OF FUN. YOU ARE DOWNRIGHT COLD WHEN YOU WANT TO BE MUSTAINE! | AM GOING TO 
BE GENUINELY UPSET TO SEE YOU GO. ALTHOUGH, KNOWING YOU, IT PROBABLY WON'T BE TOO MUCH LONGER 
UNTIL WE SEE EACH OTHER AGAIN." 


Dave felt himself being lifted into the air, and was worried for a moment that he was going to die completely 
and be shipped off to heaven. But thankfully, that wasn't going to happen. Instead, he found himself just over 
his comatose body next to a thankfully alive Junior still sleeping in the chair next to him. 


"SAY HELLO TO THE LITTLE BRAT FOR ME", Satan said. 


That was the last Dave heard from Satan. It was also the last he heard from his shallow soul. He was inside 
his body once more, and the monitors were beginning to beep with excitement. The lost cause patient was going 
to live after all. David woke up and immediately stood over his friend, holding his hand for support. Dave woke 
up to a very sore body, and his best friend holding his hand. He was very thankful to be alive, and to have a 


friend that was still always there for him when he was at his worst. 

"Hey Junior. Thanks for coming., he whispered weakly. 

"Anytime dude. That's what brothers are for", David replied. 

Dave smiled weakly, and then frowned as David seemed to be thinking over something. 


Is weird, Dave.", Junior said, "| just had the worst dream. We were both in this hospital, but you had been 
forced to kill me through some pact you made with the devil. Isn't that strange?" 


Dave nearly choked on his own spit. That last reminder, that everything that happened really did happen. He 
thought for sure that he heard Satan laughing after David said that, but he couldn't be certain. He tried his 


best to roll his eyes and save himself in the conversation. 


"What a crazy fucking dream, as though any of that could make any sense. What a terrible nightmarel’, he 


said. 
David ran a hand through his hair and laughed under his breath. 


"Yeah, it sounds completely insane, but it just felt so real", he said. 


"It sounds awful. How about you go get our guitars, and we will jam until you forget about it?", Dave asked. 
"Sure. | will tell the nurses that you are up and about", Junior replied. 

"Thank you so much. For everything.”. Dave said. 

"Anytime, Dave", Junior said, walking out the door. 

Dave felt happy to be alive, but scared that Junior was remembering a lot of what went down. He hoped his 
best friend would come back with the guitars soon. Music helps you forget a lot of things, even making a deal 


with the devil that almost involved you killing your best friend. He could only hope it could do the same for 


Junior.. 


